








LETTER 
BOM 


Dear Editor, 
© Recently | borrowed a very 
interesting general knowledge book 
from the library. But | was unable to 
read any chapter fully as some pages 
in between were torn out. Why do 
“Teaders tear out pages or cut out 
tures from library books? 

‘Don't they know that Library books 
are meant for all the members. 

So instead of being selfish, let us 
be more considerate. Let us take down 
notes or even photocopy the matter 
‘we require for reference. 

S. Mekala 
St. Mary's Girls Higher 





Dear Exitor, 
521 completely disagree with S. 
Nandita’s views (see Viewpoint, 
‘Gokulam Aug '96). Of course man is 
fan animal. But he is gifted with the 
sixth sense which makes him different 
from other beings on earth. He ought 
to use this Gift of God, When man 
can survive on plants which are 
healthier anyway, why should he 
slaughter animals mercilessly? 
Besides, meat-eating peope could get 
diseases like the mad-cow disease by 
consuming disease-infected animals, 
‘When you say man is an animal, it 
Big 
animals eat smaller animals. Then 
why not stronger men eat weaker 
‘ones? When both are equal, why 
shouldn't man treat animals as fellow 
human beings? 








M, Anuradha, 
Madras -97. 

Dear Editor, 

©2_ I liked the story ‘From Junkyard 


to Penthouse’ published in the August 
issue of Gokulam. Ittells how children 
can be of use to the society. Recent 
news about life having existed on 
Mars long ago, is exciting. Kindly 
publish more articles about the 
Universe. Gokulam is the best.Itis first 
‘among the rest. 





Godwn George, 
Kerala School, 
New Delhi - 22. 


Dear Editor, 

2 We like to watch advertisements 
featuring young children. Recently | 
saw an advertisement in which a 
young girl talked about lottery tickets, 
‘asking people to buy them. Lottery is 
like gambling. It is immoral. When 
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children are taught that gambling is 
immoral why should they be used to 
promote something immoral? Should 
advertisers use children for this 
purpose? Should parents let their 
children do it for the sake of money? 
We enjoy watching children in 
advertisements on chocolates, 
‘eatables, etc. But definitely not on 
lottery tickets. Do you agree with me 
readers? 





S. Mi 
TVS. Academy, 
Hosur - 635 110. 





Dear Editor, 

© I fiked the story titled ‘An Old Old 
Story’ by A. Sowmya, in the August 
Issue., Is it not cruel that widows and 
lower caste people are treated very 
badly? India will not be able to 





progress if we are not united. How can 

this be possible when there are social 

evils like caste system and 
untouchabilty? 

PV. Juju (aged 13), 

New Delhi. 


Dear Editor, 

© agree with T.A. Seethalakshmi's 
views, (August '96 issue). What do we 
gain by war? Only destruction and 
suffering, 

When the Americans dropped the 
atom bomb on the cities of Hiroshima 
and Nagasaki, so many people 
suffered due to the disease caused 
by it. Such weapons should be 
destroyed and peace be made 
between warring nations. 

Sanjeev (aged 11), 
Bangalore - 560 015. 
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walked in one day to hear my 
nephews proudly declare,“ am 
Leonardo! I'm Michelangelo!” | 
was quite impressed. “Are you 
earning about them at school?” | 
disked Neeraj and Krishnan. 
“At school?” they asked me 
puzzled. 
“Yes, Weren't you talking about 
the famous Italian painters?” 
“Aunty!” they laughed. 
watch TV or read comics? 


“Michelangelo, Donatello, Leo- 
nardo and Raphael, are the Ninja 








Turtles Aunty!” explained Krishna,as 
if to an ignorant younger sibling. 

Neeraj began to narrate the 
various adventures of their favourite 
heroes. 

“vm so brave and strong.” said 
Krishnan, picking up his toy machine- 
gun. “Deetz-Deetz-Deetz, I'll shoot 
down all bad people,” he cried, 

“My hero would never do that. 
Shooting down people is not his way 


“Wha is your hero,Aunty?” asked 
Krishna, 


"Guess, Let’s see if you 








“No! 

“Batman?” 

“No!” 

“Spiderman?” 

“No! 

“Robin Hood?” 

“No!” 

“Not even Robin Hood? 
know. It must be Krishna? 
No? Then Rama!” 

“No. My hero did not 
carry any weapons;not even 
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bows and arrows." 

“That means he 
was against war... let 
me see... Ah! It is 
Buddha!” he exclaim- 
ed triumphantly. 

"Mmm... liket 
Buddha, but not 
Buddha. All right. I'l 
give you a clue, 

“He was very lean, 
had a toothless smile, 
a walking-stick and 
wore rimmed 
spectacles.” 

“Aha! It's Mahatma 
Gandhit” they cho- 


ue 


“Yes. The Father of our Nation. 
He chased away the British from our 
soil without using violence of any 
kind.” 
“Our teacher told us that 2nd 
October, was Gandhi Jayanthi.” 
“Yes! It is, Mahatma Gandhi was 
born on October 2, 1869." 
PRIYA T. 
* Da Vinei, Leonardo (1452- 
1519) — An Ital jus, was 2 
scientist, inventor, engineer and 
sculptor. His paintings include The 
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Last Supper and Mons Lisa which 
has become the world's mos 
tenowaed painting. 

* Michelangelo (1475-1564) — 
An Italian painter, architect, 
sculptor and poet. Immortalized 
4 painter by his work in the Sistino 
Chapel in the Vatican, 


* Raphael Santi (1483-1520) — 
One of the great [talian’ ma 
whose works include frascoo: 
cartoons, portraits and soulpture, 

* Donatello (1415) —A Fa 
Italian seulptor whose masterpia 
is his creation of St. George in 
marble. 























‘Gandhi with Jewoharial Nefru engrossed in senous discussion when the isle "Gul Inch 


GOUT ith that, we complete the 
Wee on Mohandas 
Karamchand Gandhi,” said our 
History teacher, closing the text- 
book. The whole chapter spoke of, 
Gandhiji’s truthfulness, hon 
and selflessness, which can be found, 
perhaps, only in one in a million. 
“Why don't I become like Gandhiji”” 
I thought, and this thought haun- 
ted my mind every now and then. 
But how does one become like 
Gandhiji? Perhaps I should write 
a few books and my autobiography 
because Gandhiji wrote CONQUEST 
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‘solution wos passed in 1942 


OF SELF and his autobiography, 
MYEXPERIMENTS WITH TRUTH. 
“Isn't this what our country, in fact 
the whole world, desperately needs 
to read at the moment?” But no, I 
am far too young, and far too in- 
experienced, for that. Besides, 
what with all the notes I have to 
write for my school work, I cannot 
even think of doing it. Moreover I 
have to wear a terricot uniform. I 
cannot wear khadi clothes like 
Gandhiji did. 

Gandhiji’s principles of Ahimsa, 
Dharma and Shanti should be the 
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base of my attempt. But I 
stopped again and wonder- 
ed, “What will Ido, if find 
a cockroach next to me?” 
Obviously kill it! Then how 
can Ahimsa exist in me? 
And Dharma? ‘fo be frank, 
T really do not know what 
Dharma exactly means. And 
what with the noise-pollution 
in my class, Shanti must 
remain adream. Besides no 
fighting, noquarrelling, and 
no scolding would change 
the very meaning of the 
term ‘classroom'! 

Gandhijiwasa far-sighted 
person and had great thinking power. 
Patience made him a great man 
indeed! He was one of the many 
who gave their very life for the 
Motherland, His hunger-strikes and 
satyagrahas, inspired all our country- 
men including the illiterate masses, 
and they began to think about their 
motherland and the value of inde- 
pendence. The way he looked upon 
and mingled with all people, the 
rich and the poor the learned and 
the illiterate, is unimaginable in 
today’s society of high and low, 
castes and classes, 

“What is so great about MLK. 
Gandhi?” This question answers 
itself when you observe how non- 
violence, honesty and kindness — 
the golden rules by which he lived 
— today exist only as words in a 

ictionary. 

Now for the question, “Can't we 
have more Gandhiji in our country?” 
OF COURSE WE CAN. 








GOKULAM  Oueber¥6 











‘An Englishman once 
invited Gandhiji toa 
dance, The Mahatma 
accepted the invitation, and 
found himself in a 
ballroom. He was asked to 
join in, He etd up his 
walking stick and began to 
waltz. Someone asked him, 
“sr Gandhi, but where is 
your partner” He pointed 
te his stick saying “Here 


‘Anand Sharma, 


The Future Foundation 


‘School, 
Calcutta - 700 040. 


‘The Gandhian principles if 
followed can give rise toA WHOLB 
GENERATION OF GANDHIS. If 
we decide to change ourselves and 
follow Gandhiji’s way of life, we can 
definitely change the society! 

This brilliant personality, who 
had one, and only one, aim — that 
of bringing about PEACE, PRO- 
GRESS, PROSPERITY in every 
nook and corner—came to be known 
as the Mahatma or Great Soul. 

Hewasan Indian right down tothe 
core of his heart, was proud of the fact 
and considered ita great privilege. 

He was indeed a Bapuji 
(father) and a Rashtrapita (father 
of the Nation), He was one of the 
greatest sons of Mother India. 
May more and more such sons be 
born to her. JAI HIND! 


K. Keerthana Karumbaiah 
(aged 13), 

Std. IX D, Vijaya High School, 
Bangalore - 560 001. 
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AND / 
fOURAGEOUS 


ARE YOU? TS 


AT WOULD YOV DO IF... 


your classmate 
rtouse lt? sat 

are aban, classmate! es 
yng ore wee 
b, Go crt 

ask the cl 
d, Just keep ™ 
pack, S00M 


jassmate, in @ 
WU. 
m 









and pray that y 





2) ...your younger brother or sister has 6 
Notebook with coloured crayons? 





‘cribbledin your homework 


@. Yell like Bhima, curse at and bash 
Up your sibling, 

b. Give your sibling a tight pinch and 
slip out of the room, 

©: Get terrified at the thought of being 
Punished by your teacher and start 
crying. 
G. Try and explain to your sibling the 
Problems you will have to face at 
School, and make sure you put the 
books out of his reach in future, 
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4) ..you have faired 
report card? 

a. Forge your parents signature. 

». Bribe an older sibling to sign, and tell your teacher that your 

Parents are out of town. 

¢. Curse yourself, feel depressed 
and loose sleep and peace of mind 
over it. 

4. Promise your parents that you 
Plan to work very hard next term, cut 
outings, cut TV time and produce 
better results. 


Poorly in the examination and have a bad 








It your scores match the above, CONGRATULATIONS! You are on 
ht track. You are mature, sensible and brave. 
ernase of you whose scores do not match, could perform miracles 
with yourself by adding a bit of kindness, @ sprinkling of courage and a 
dash of honesty to your way of dealing with people and situations. GO 


LUCK! 
GOKULAM Oc 
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Bt 
Vasuiovan is a keen student of 
Bharathanatynn, She approaches 
\ the art with love, a desir to learn 

intense dedication and discipline — 
‘uolities which have helped her 
excel in academies, sportsand other 
extra-curricular activities 

Pavitra has been fortunate to 


M rT Ihave had tv0 of the most talented 
and dedicated gurus — Adayar K. 


Lakshman of Bharata Choodamani 
‘Madras and Padmarani Rasiah of 
the Fine Arts Society of Yogaville, 
Virginia, USA 

Pavitra made her India debut on 


August 24, 1996, in the mini hall 
Diessitpinatio: of the Music Academy at Madras. 
natyan or Balle, isa, ONE of our young, renders, Suc 
visual treat. It delights the Pavitra Vasudevan 
anes ind the wislionds Tt was. hot, sultry evening. Sitting in the shady 
Fifleen-yearotd Paviten vera, sipping a cool drink, {waite for Pavia 
She finally appeared, clad ina cotton salwar. Fier 


we eenatgty swifead, rnd gate op eos 
L\VI l 1% Virginin, USA 

Vv i Pacitra made her Indi debut on 

August 24, 1996, inthe mini hall 


Disessittinatio: of the Music Academy at Madras. 
natyan or Balle, isa, ONE of our young, renders, Suc 
visual treat. It delights the Pavitra Vasudevan 
ates the wiclionde It wasa hot, sultry evening. Sitting in the shady 
Fifeen-yearotd Paviten vera, sipping a cool drink, {wate for Pavitra 
She finally appeared, clad ina cotton salwar. Fier 
ready smile and friendly attitude won me as T 
began to shoot my questions. 


ao* 
; rs i; ‘Suchi : How did it feel to dance in India? 
Fe) Pasta tt was my st pic pevon 








itra, talks to 











a, talks to 





mance. So, intially, wasnervous. Especial- 

4 Iyofthe dance critics. But aftera whilel got 
over it 

Suchi: How long have youbeen learning 


. Bhaeatanatyam? 
y Vavitra: Ever since Ican remember. 


I was exposed to the art at a very 
young age, because Mom was a 


, Le dancer. I used to watch her 
7 oe sani edly seaphoorlaabalraaiecol 








three-hour drive from home and 
back, Mom learnt to drive on the 


freeways to make it possible. I'm 
really grateful to her for all her 
support and encouragement. 
:Are you an only child? 
No,I'mnot, Ihave a 
younger sis and a brother — 
Rakshaand Anand. Both of them 
are very supportive and affe 
tionate. [fell very lljust two da 
before the performance. Thad to 
be hospitalised and was on drips 
for an entire day before | was 
strong enough todance! My family 
members were really supportive 
throughout my ordeal and 
gave me the moral support, 
Tdesperately needed, 
‘Suchi : What do you 
like most about 
Dane 
avitra: For 
me, dance is a 
divine art. It 
helpsme spiri- 
tually... ale 
most like 
Yoga. It’s ex- 
tremely relaxing. It also 
provides me with an outlet for my emotions. hav 
Whenever I'm sad, I dance. Whenever I’m serious thought as yet, but 
happy, I dance I plan to continue dancing, 
‘Suchi : What is your training schedule? want to do medicine as 
Pavitea «1 dance fr about 2% brs in the wel (Looks skyward and 
mornings. Itgives me mental peace, and makes 11 enesytiust pray toCk 
ony day Studies ate eocrved forthe evenings taraict ws jus ro oH 
Suchi : One last question, Pavitra, Do you ‘Ne/Pmeinmyencieavours. 
want a career in dancing? BO. dG) we Havitta' 
aes (Smiling shyly) I'm not too sure, Good Luck! 
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given my career a 
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FACT FILE 











xcept for the Sun and 
E the Moon.Venus is 
pemaps brighter than any other 
object in space that our eye can 
detect. 

Actually we see only its outer 
atmosphere and not the 
lithosphere of the planet. The 
planet is entirely shielded by 
dense, uninterrupted 
revolving clouds. 
These clouds 
reflect almost 
76% of the 
light they 
receive, The 
clouds, entirely 
made of Carbon- 
dioxide, make the 
planet's outer 
surface completely 
invisible even to 
telescopes. 

But advancements 
in Radar and Space 
Travel technologies, have made it 
possible to peer in through the 
clouds. We have also achieved 
the capacity to recognize its 
dreadful, terrifying atmosphere 


and land lined with hollow 
trenches. 

Itis logical that as it is nearer 
to the Sun than Earth, itis 
naturally warmer than Earth. 
According to the facts and 
figures dispatched 
















space satellites 
studying other planets, Venus 
has a fiery, horrible temperature 
of an average of 460°C (860° F) 
— four times more than the 
boiling point of water. 

Itis the result of the immense 
greenhouse effect caused by 








y) 


‘Amma : Now Raju, if you wash 
your face, I'll give you a piece of 
chocolate; and if you wash your 
hands as well, I'll give you two 
pieces 

Raju : Can I have a bath? 
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carbon dioxide. It has 7500 times 
more carbon dioxide and a 
hundred times greater 
atmospheric pressure than Earth, 


hen seen from 
Earth, Venus is 








the most beautiful body in space. 


The Romans have given the 
name of their goddess of love 
and beauty to it, and | believe it 
was the right name, 

But of course, they had not 
known of its unimaginable, 
horrible atmosphere then. Venus 
has an atmosphere which 
compares well with descriptions 

of hell, Even the most 
determinded of 
astronauts can 
never land on it (at 
least for now). 
Science is 
advancing at an 
enormous 
speed. | am 
sure that soon, 
we will be 


astronauts can 
never land on it (at 
least for now). 
Science is 
advancing at an 
enormous 
speed. | am 
‘sure that soon, 
we will be 
able to 
penetrate 
the 
beautiful-to- 
look- at exterior of 
Venus and catch a glimpse of the 
“hell inside. 


C.S.Bushan- (aged 14), 
Bangalore. 
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VIEWPOIN 


Dear Editor, 
@ Weare all aware of 
the reservation policies 
of the Government. My 
heart ached when | was denied 
admission into an engineering 
college while someone else with 
much fewer marks was offered a 
seat. The reason? | belong to a 
forward caste! What has caste to 
do with merit? Our constitution 
states that there shall be no 
discrimination on the basis of caste 
‘or creed; but in practice what goes 
‘on is nothing but apartheid 
According to me, all_ such discri- 
mination should be abolished, 
There were Satyagrahis in the 
past to drive away the unjust 
British. Butis there anyone to fight 
this injustice now? If Gandhji were 
alive today, he would be heart- 
broken at my plight, We students 
wait for another Mahatma to come 
and restore our rights to us. We 
wait... but how long? 
S. Vijay 





Dear Editor, 

1 strongly feel that caging of birds 
and their sale should be prohibited 
and banned by the Government. 
Birds are meant to fly. ‘Swarajya’ is 
their birthright, too! We have no 
right to snatch their freedom. | 
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have also written a poem to 
instigate this spirit among the 
people, 


R. Suchitra (aged 13), 





Dear Euiwi, * 
@While watching parliamentary 
sessions on television, | am really 
taken aback by the ridiculous 
behaviour of the members of 
parliament. Their attitude makes 
me wonder how we ever voted for 
these people! 

Anjali Poovaiah (aged 13), 
Vijaya High school, Bangalore. 
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nce, I had to take Std Il in 
Oo place of the Maths teacher 
who was absent that day. 

I told the students that | was go- 
ing to ask them some general ques- 
tions. | also told them that each one 
of them must compulsorily answer 
my question 


A Mathematical 


“How many times a day, do you 
eat?" | asked a boy in the front row. 

“Three square meals, Sir,” the 
boy at once answered. 

Next I turned to a girl who was, 
day-dreaming and asked her the 
same question. She stood up with 
a start but remained silent. 

“Surely, you know the answer!" | 
prodded her. 

Suddenly her eyes litup and she 
cried, “Four circles, Sir!" The whole 
class and | burst out laughing. 
Since it was the Maths period and 
because she was day-dreaming, 





D ‘ t she assumed that 
1e | was asking 
something about Maths. Besides 
she must have caught the word 
‘square’ and presumed that it was 
geometrical shapes we were 
talking about! 

When | explained what had 
made us laugh, she, too, burst out 
laughing 


AS. Krishnan (Teacher), 
Chidambaram Chettiar 
School, 

Madras - 39. 








SOLITAIRE 


Freeting pores? well here's 
something to keep you occupied for 
hours. See how many triangles, 
rectangles, and squares you can find in 
this figure. 

‘Swetha Ganeshan, 

Std VID, 

St.Ann’s High School, 
‘Secunderabad - 500 593. 
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PUZZLE 


WV 


Ch 


leave in the hot sun, on our long 
trip to CFL, some ten kilometres 
away from the city. After some 
distance, there was hardly any trafic, 
and the air was fresh and unpolivted. 
"Where are the classrooms?” | asked 
‘my mother when we reached the school, 
situated on a farm called ‘Shibumi’. The 
‘classrooms were actually small ‘booths’ 
with tiled roofs and walls made of open 
briok-work 
The first stall was built like a huge 
polyhedron, “Thisis one ofthe five regular 


A Charming 
World of Numbers 


come at last after a ting day in school! 
Hits moter welcomed me witha ool 
glass of lime juice and said, “Bhavana, 
change out of your uniform into something 
pretty. My friends are coming here to take 
us to a ‘Maths Mela’ at 
a school called Centre 
For Learning, Maths 
Mela? Well, it must be 
the usual school 
exhibition in a school 
hall with a lot of charts 
‘and models, | thought 
My mother's friends 
were late. “We lost our 
way,” they said. Ours is 
a stone house and we 
have indoor plants, This 
‘makes our house cool, 
so our guests were 
happy to be inside, 
But soon we had to 


polyhedtons that can be made. it has 20 
sides and is called an icosahedron,” 
explained a student. He had some 
metalic frames shaped as cubes and tet 
rahedrons. By dipping them in soap water 





















he got some really beautiful and 
colourful soap films. 

The next was a stall with 
‘many pendants. These were 
clay pendants made by the 
children themselves. There 
were many games to be played 
based on simple mathemati- 
‘cal skills, Some were meant 
for primary school 
children while there 
were other puzzles 
suitable for every 
age group. 

As the sky started 
darkening, we were 
given slices of water- 
melon and some 
‘shundal' followed 
by a glass of 
‘panakam’, Alter the 
fetreshments, we all 
settled down on 


durries in the central courtyard. What 
followed was something that | think | shall 
never forget—dances and plays based 
on Maths! 





| never thought we could have skits 
based on Maths, So far | had only seen 
skits about Rajas and Ranis and other 
‘common people. The plays were very 
funny and also very informative. | learnt, 
for example, that the word algebra came 
from an Arabian called Abu Jafar 
Mohammed ibn Moosa al-Khwarizame 
who wrote a famous book called ‘Hisab 
aljaber wal Mugabala’ 

‘We came home with our pendants of 
Maths Mela ‘96 around our necks and with 
information about Maths in our brains. | 
have always fixed Mathematics, But from 
‘now on | am sure | wil ke it even more, 
because Maths + more Maths = Fun times 
infinity 

















Mysterious 
Letter 


lounged on the sofa, watching 

a cartoon on the video. Both 
my parents were out. | had a well- 
stocked refrigerator all to myself. | 
could play any cassette on the sys- 
tem atas high a volume as | wanted; 
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and the best part was that it was 
the beginning of the holidays, so 
no studies! What more could | 
want? Just then the loud ‘tring-tring’ 
of the door-bell made me jump out 
of my thoughts and the sofa, | 
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opened the door. It was the post- 
man. He handed me a letter and 
went away. It was addressed to my 
father and also bore my schoo! seal 
in one comer. What could it be for? 
Anyway, why bother, | told myself, 
put the letter away and settled down 
once again in front of the TV, 


ust then, there was a call from 

my mother to say that she 
would not be back home for lunch 
and anyway, since my father would 
also come home only in the evening, 
could | manage on 
my own till then? | 
said yes, | would (a 









bit too happily according to my 
mother) and hung up. There was 
another call immediately after, this 
time from my friend. We chatted 
away for some time about holiday 
plans and suddenly she asked me, 
"Say, did you get a letter {rom 
school, addressed to your 
parents?” 
"Yes, | did. How did you know 
about it?" | asked her puzzled. 
“Our Maths miss, the one you 
played the trick on, was saying 
something about sending your par- 
ents a warning 
letter regarding 
your behaviour, 
She was pretty 
mad at you 
because her mark 
sheets were ruined! 
Better be careful,” 
she replied. 
Iturned deathly 
pale. My knees 
started shaking. 
Let me explain it 
) all to you. On the 
last day of school, 
we classmates 
play a game of 
dares, We give 
each one a dare and 
make sure they do it 
The dare given tome 
was to place a rotten 
egg in our Maths 
teacher's handbag 
Somehow or the other, 


I had managed to slip into the 
staffroom when it was empty and 
drop the egg into her handbag. It 
had been fun then, but now.... | 
Cursed the idiot who had thought of 
that dare, with all my heart 


managed to continue chatting 
with my friend for some more 

1@, in spite of the confusion in my 
mind, and then hung up. | sat down 
wondering what to do next. My fa- 
ther would surely kill me, He hated 
these ‘silly’ tricks as he called them 
and had warned me against ever 
carrying out any of them, But now, 
what could | do? | could not hide 
the letter or tear it up because along 
with it there was always an 
acknowledgement to be sent back. 
I it was not answered, a more 
serious threat of calling my parents 
to school would be given. Oh! What 
awful thoughts crowded my mind. 
No longer did the goodies or the 
cartoons interest me, 

My mind was racked by one 
question : How do | avoid showing 
the letter to my parents? But then 
what about the acknowledgement 
slip? Great, one way or the other, | 
was stuck. A fantastic realization! 
Finally, | had to accept it. The letter 
would have to be shown to my par- 
ents, 


hen my parents came 
home, | tried to be as 
casual as possible, but deep inside 





me, my heart was beating faster 
than a rock band's drums. Soon we 
had dinner. The food was quite 
good, but | could hardly swallow it 
due to my fear, anxiety and tension, 
all blended into one, After dinner, 
my dad was relaxing watching TV, 
while my mum cleared up. It was 
when she looked for some card on 
the shelf that she found the letter 
“Look!” she told my dad, "Could 
this be the letter the teacher told us 
about?" 

"Could be," replied my dad as 
he took it from her. I shut my eyes 
and waited for the worst of the re~ 
marks to pierce my eardrums. 
Strange! They were not saying 
anything! Rather, they were putting 
away the letter. Still a bit doubtful 
and quite scared, | asked my 
mother what it was about, "Your 
cousin is joining your school. Her 
parents are getting transferred here. 
So, for the present, they have given 
our address.” The sudden relief was 
too much for me. | gave a loud yell 
‘and ran info my room and threw the 
pillows up and down. My parents 
were quite surprised, but being 
used to my mad ways, they did not 
ask for an explanation, Anyway, | 
‘would not have revealed the reason! 





YAMINI VASUDEVAN 
(aged 15), 
Madras - 600 017. 
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GUESS WHO? 


The following wis 
‘statements : 

1. “Success has a simple formula. Do 
your best and people may lke it.” 

2. “There is no king who has not had a 
slave among his ancestors and no 
slave who has not had a king among 
his.” 

3. "Among my most prized possessions are 
words that I have never spoken.” 

4.""None are so empty as those who are full of themselves.” 

5. “Lack of something to feel important about is almost the greatest tragedy 
aman may have.” 

6. “Characters live to be noticed. People with characters notice how 
they live.” 

7. "Pay attention to your enemies, for they are the first to discover your 
mistakes.” 


were made by these people: 








1,.——— Ewing 
2.———— = Keller 

3. ——— —— Rega Card 
‘Sas Se Whichcote 
SS Morgan 
= — Moser 
<< Thene 


Fill in their first names. 


Now join the first letter of 
each name and find out mine, 
-----—-= , the bright one. 


Miss ‘X (aged 13), 
St. Philomena’s Girls School, 
Trichy. 
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hk any of you, by chance, decide 
tomake a movie and do not know 
how to go about it, look no further, 


Just follow this recipe. 4 
as cunning as a fox and sterner 


than our school teachers) 
HERO! Songs (see note below) 
A Villain (must have a horrible 
laugh, must smoke and drink) 
NB:If you do not know where 
CAR to get songs, make them up 
yourself 


METHOD : (for songs) 


\ 1, Write a diary and ‘by-heart’ 
* it 


2. Get a casio, bang the keys 
with eyes closed and recite your 





diary, simultaneously. 
INGREDIENTS :(for movie) : F 
A Script (akin to Ramayana or i‘ 9. "Main toh raste se ja raha 


Mahabharata) 

‘A Hero (not necessarily hand- 
some, but should have Popeye's 
muscles) 

A Heroine (should be able to 
shake her hips so vigorously that 
a milk-shaker would resign) 

The Hero's mother (should 
‘weep so much that the tears could 
turn the Thar Desert into a forest). 

» The Heroine’s father (should be 
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‘And Hey Presto! You've got it! 
Asong | mean. 


METHOD : (for movie) 

41, The Hero should collide with 
the Heroine and apart from falling 
down, he should fall for her (you 
see, Ankhon hi ankhon me ishara 
ho gaya). 

2. Immediately, the Hero (who 
invariably sleeps during poetry 
classes) should start composing 
instant poems about his lady-love, 
the Heroine, who in turn sings for 
him, Background music should 
erupt and the Hero and Heroine 
along with side dancers should 
dance in chorus (| suppose you 
know what | mean). 

3. The Heroine’s father should 
object to their marriage. (Yeh 
shaadi kabhi nahi ho sakta!) He 
should drag her away and shut 
her up and post more guards (one 
of them has to be bald) around 
her, than the bodyguards the 
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President of India has. The 
Heroine must and should be 
engaged to someone else. 

4, The Hero should jump into 
the Heroine’s house (through the 
roof, of course) without even 
feeling the impact, let alone 
breaking some bones. Pledging 
his undying Love for her (ILU- 
ILU), he should take her away 
without the bodyguards having 
the slightest inkling of what is hap- 
pening. 

5. The Villain (who has his own 
plans) should kidnap the Heroine. 
He can either be the gir!'s fiance, 
or his father’s henchmen or the 
girl's father's henchmen. The en- 
raged Hero should rush like light- 
ning (of course, through heavy 
traffic) to the Villain's den, 

6. The completely unarmed 
Hero should win the ‘fight’ 
(dishyoom - dishyoom) that en- 
sues and he should be unhurt, 
The armed-trom-head-to-toe 
Villain (who seems to be facing all 
the ill-luck in the world) either dies 
oF goes to jail (you are given a 
choice again). 

7.The Hero and Heroine should 
live happily ever after as the Hero- 
ine’s father (who is as unpredict- 
able as the Karnataka Electricity 
Board's power cuts) should agree 
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Divas studying in the fifth 
standard. It was a sunny, 
saturday afternoon and my 
cousins happened to visit us. 
My cousins, who are younger 
than me, are good to me and 
listen to what I say and obey 
me. That day, it so happened 
that I was planting some seeds 
in the garden, and Asha, one of 
‘my cousins, saw me. She 
started asking me questions. 
Why was I burying those 
seeds? Why was I covering 
them with that mud? 

| I patiently explained to her 
that if we plant or sow seeds in 
fertile soil, and water the soil 








regularly how 
the seeds would 
grow and so on.. 

‘That day Asha 
stayed at my 
place. That night 
while going to 
bed, I noticed 
that one of her gold ear-rings 
was missing. When I asked her 
about it, she replied proudly 
that she had buried it in a pot 
which contained fertile soil and 
had also watered it, so that it 
would grow and produce more 
gold ear-rings! 

My parents, my uncle and 
aunty, and I, burst out 
laughing. Poor Asha stood 
there wondering what was so 
funny about what she had said! 


SEEMASREENIVAS (15), 
STD xX, 

St.Anne’s High School, 
Bangalore - 560 008. 





to their marriage. 


t eps! 
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Result : A super-duper block- 
buster and the talk of the town is 


made. Your name is flashed 

everywhere and your movie wins 

at least three filmfare awards. You 

become a ‘Karodpathi' overnight! 
Happy Movie-making! 

VANDANA and DIVYA.S. 

both (aged 13), STD Vill, 

Sri Kumaran Children's 

Home, 

Bangalore. 


October % GOKULAM, 





HOW FAST ARE THEY? 


The power of locomotion 
distinguishes the animal 
kingdom from the plant 
kingdom. The rate of movement 
depends on many factors like 
the size, shape, the weight and 
the muscular structure of the 
animal considered, Here are a 
few animals and their speeds : 



































1,Sloth..rsssnsnene 446th mph 
2. Tortois 2mph 14. Giratfe. 35 mph 

3, Rat... @mph 15. Lion 40 mph 

4. Child. 7 mph 16. Dog 41 mph 

5. Pig. 40 mph 17. FOX sss 45 mph. 
6 Bat. 45 mph 18, Kangaroo 45 mph 
7. Camel 20mph 19. Wol. 45 mph. 

8, Elephant. 24 mph 20. Hare, 45 mph 

9. Sprinter 25 mph _—_21. Horse... 48 mph 
10. Panda 25 mph 22. Cheetal 70 mph 
11, Rhinoceros 28 mph 
12, Cat. 29 mph Smt, Visalakshi Ramani, 
13. Wild Boar 29 mph Coimbatore 











“Why does the giraffe eat breakfast 
ariyo" 
"Because he wants the food to reach, 
his stomach by lunch!” 
M. Santhosh 
(aged 14), 
|I— Coimbatore - 37. 


Teacher : Where were you born? 
Sonu: Maharashtra, Madam 
Teacher : Then sepl it. 

Sonu : Err. was bor in Goa. 
‘Abhay kumar 

Baroda 
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‘ou must have handsome son, This young man called Shalwar, 
read in the unlike his father, was very slim and tall, with an 
history books abundance of curly black hair, flashing eyes and 
about the grandest an ever-eady smile that displayed strong, neat, 
wedding in Jayabalpore. white teeth. 
A lot has been. written — When he was in his early twenties, Shalwar 
about it, but no account embarked on a long journey to see the world. 
has given the true facts He had been eager to go abroad after hearing 
behind this great event. the exciting accounts that Ayalaan, the Minister 
Here is an authentic for Foreign Affairs, gave every time he came 
report on how and why back from a trip, 
this wedding took place. Ganabadi and his wife gave their blessings, 
Ganabadi, the Minister King Jayabalan granted him permission to leave 
for Heavy industry, apart the country, and Shalwar boarded a ship and 
from the distinction of took off 
being even fatter than 
King Jayabalan, was also LJ e visited many lands and met many people. 
noted for having a very IW And then ane day when he was sightseeing 
in a remote country called Dupatta, he 
stopped at a park for a brief rest, While 
relaxing in the shade of a large tree 
he happened to glance to his right, 
and - wham! His eyeballs almost 
popped. For there, standing near 
another tree, was the most beautiful girl 
he had ever seen. 
She too looked at the handsome 
young man. Eyes goggled, eyelashes 
fluttered, hearts thudded, 
sighs hissed out, hands 
trembled, knees 
knocked. together. 
Well, that is not a very 
pretty picture, but 
that is the way it was. 
Shalwar started 
hanging around that park, 
and he saw Kameeza (that 
was her name) every day. 
Re, Gauiienally neseantad 
She too looked at the handsome 
young man. Eyes goggled, eyelashes 
fluttered, hearts thudded, 
SH sighs hissed out, hands 
“2 es alo as 


co 


























Kameeza seemed to be 
made for each other. 
Butthe time came for 
[Shalwar's return to his 
country. Kameeza 
sighed like a furnace, 
and tears streamed 


down her cheeks. 
"Don't — worry, 
Kameez said 


Shalwar. “As soon as . 
reach home, I'l get my father's permission and His mother was pleased, 
‘come back to marry you.” ‘That's good," she 
“Ill'be counting the minutes," Kameeza said, Said as she put a dish of 
little realising that she had a long count in store, oily cookies before him. 
indeed “Every time you think of 
that gitl, eat something.’ 

‘or when Shalwar reached Jayabalpore and _ Since he was thinking 
mentioned the matter tohiis father, Ganabadi Of her all the time he 
]went purple in the face with anger. started eating all the ime, 
“Marry a foreigner!” he thundered, “Nothing 100. "You look sad,” his 


un Zz = 
country. Kameeza 
sighed like a furnace, 
land tears streamed 
‘down her cheeks. 
“Don't — worry, 
Kameeza,” said 


Shalwar. “As soon as 
reach home, I'l get my father’s permission and His mother was pleased, 
‘come back to marry you.” That's good,” she 
“Vibe counting the minutes,” Kameeza said, Said as she put a dish of 
litte realising that she had along count in store, lly cookies before him. 
indeed ‘Every time you think of 
that gitl, eat something.” 
‘or when Shalwar reached Jayabalpore and __ Since he was thinking 
mentioned the matter tohis tather, Ganabadi Of her all the time he 
]went purple in the face with anger. 
“Marry a foreigner!” he thundered. “Nothing 
doing!” 
“Ill find you a nice local girl,” Shalwar's 
mother said 
“And nomore trips for you, my boy, until 
you are married,” said Ganabadi. And 
that was that. 
Shalwar pined for Kameeza. He 





































The artist painted the portrait 
based on the description given 
by Shalwar. There was not much 
of a resemblance, but Shalwar 
spent hours and hours gazing at 
the portrait while gobbling up 
enormous helpings of snacks. 

His father got iritated. "Look here,” 
._he said, “fat men are supposed to be 
jolly. | have never seen a sad fat man 

excepting you. It's disgusting.” 

“1 oan'thelp it, Father,” said Shalwar as 
he guiped down a couple of ladoos. 

"Go on,” said Ganabadi. "Go and get that 

gitland marry her. Enough of this nonsense.” 
"You really mean it?” Shalwar asked eagerly. 
“Iii. go immediately.” And he tried to leap out of 
bed, but fell back with a groan. Some servants 
were summoned, and they lifted him up and got 
him ready for the journey. And he set off greatly 
elated 








mother would sa 
“Here, have some 
mashed potatoes." 
iit was not mashed 
potatoes itwas buttered 
/scones, or pastries or 
sweets dripping with 


ghee. All these went 
down Shalwar's gullet [uf €2trived at Dupatta and rushed off tothe park, 


‘smoothly, and deposited HM where he knew Kameeza would come every 
themselves in his body. 4Y. And sure enough she was standing there. 
“Kameezal” he yelled holding up a rose and 
halwar started "ushing to her. 
bloating, and very _ Kameeza gave one startled glance, and saw 
goon he was fatter than an enormously fat man thundering towards her like 
ais father. He lolled @ charging elephant. 
yoout in bed all day “Eek!” she shrieked and ran, like a frightened 
Gonsuming large antelope, out of the park 
[Quantities of food. He _"Kameeza, wait!” Shalwar yelled as he tried to 
‘as now the fattest follow her, but she ran for dear life, and Shalwar, 
man in Jayabalpore, panting and gasping gave up the chase. And that 
land looking like a Was the end of this romance. 
bilious hippopotamus. He came back to Jayabalpore, and settled 
Buthe was stil thinking down to his caloric intake. 
of Kameeza, and 
feeling very sad. ing Jayabaian sent for Shalwar and Ganabadi 
He commissioned a Wi to enquire about the outcome of the lover's 
local artist to do a tip. They told him about the end of the affair. 
portrait of Kameeza, Balloonita Baggy, the fat Beauty Queen who 
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happened to be there at that time, looked at Balloonita looked 
Shalwar with wonder. She had never seen such archly at the king, 
a fat young man before. She had thought that blushing prettily. 
only older men becamefat, Buthere was ayoung "Shes also the fattest 
man of her age group who was fatter than girlin town andwill make 
everyone there. And her heart started beating a perfect match for 
faster Shalwar." Ayalaan, Arivil 
King Jayabalan, who hada romantic streak in and Sigainasam who 
him, did not fail to note the soft glances that were present, agreed that 


Balloonita was wafting towards Shalwar. it would be an ideal 
‘Allright, Shalwar, you go home,” the king sald. match 

| want to talk to your father.” ‘But will Balloonita 
When Shalwar had gone, the king be willing?” asked 


called Ganabadi closer and said: 
‘Now that this matter is over, why 
don’t you get Shalwar married? 

‘Whom shall | marry him to? 
Ganabadi asked 

Vl suggest @ beautiful bride, 
said the king. "Balloonita here is 
protty, and she's a very nice girl 
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Ganabadi 

1 think she is," said 
the king, * looking 
enquiringly at her. 
Balloonita batted her 
eyelids, did a design with 
her toe on the ground, 
and then giggled, and 
waddled off blushing 

‘See, she is willing,” 
said the king. "She is ike 
my own child. You might 
say that she is my 
foster-daughter. So! will 
conduct the wedding 
in grand style.” 


© that was how the 
grandest wedding 
came to take place, 

The taxes were raised 
to almost double, and 
several new taxes were 
imposed, and the 





The king spent lavishly to make the wedding 
a memorable occasion. One thousand horses 
and one thousand elephants led the procession 
One thousand chariots followed, and the rear was 
brought up by one thousand donkeys, As you 
know, the donkey was the national animal of 
Jayabalpore 

Balloonita was decked with jewels and Shalwar 
almost disappeared under a great heap of 
Garlands, There were feasts and fireworks and 
General merry making 

The king personally took part in all the 
celebrations. He and Ganabadi walked in the 
procession preceded by Degappiasam, the chief 
of police, for protection 

Seeing these two persons and the bride and 
bridegroom, and citizen remarked :“Itis not only 
the grandest wedding ever, but also the 
fattest!” 





JANAKAN 
SCONE 
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> PLANTS 


No noise no voice nothing 
But it is not a non-living thing. 


No cry no laugh nothing 
Yer it is not a non-living thing. 


Some are green and some are not. 
1 think, Lam sure, you have got it. 


Ah, you are right! 
They are plants. 


I love these plants, 

I love these trees, 

I love this world 

of green, green things. 


Divya R.Maiya, (aged 11), 
Std VI, Carmel School, 
Bangalore-70 








PET - PAL 
1 still remember that evening some 





eight or nine years ago when Dad 
and Mom were just back after shop- 
ping. As usual, my sister and | were 
waiting expectantly for those little sur- 
prises they always had in store for us - 
chocolates, colour pens, books... 

But this time there seemed to be 
nothing. We were a bit disappointed. 
Just then, Dad opened a gunny bag, 
dropped something on the floor and an- 
nounced, “Now, can any one of you 








guess what thi 
We looked at it carefully ts rough, 
scaly surface strongly suggested a 
‘mini version of a brand new truck tyre. 
But we were sure it was not one! 
Unable to bear the suspense any 
longer, we asked Dad, “Whatis it?” 
He simply gave us a mischie- 
vous smile and said, “Wait and 
see.” 
Some fifteen. minutes passed in 
anxious silence. 
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“i's moving!” | shouted in excite- 
ment and we all gaped in wonder as 
the mysterious object began unfurling 
itselt. A few thrilling moments later, we 
found ourselves face to face with a full 
grown PANGOLIN! 


S mrething we had known of only 
through books was now moving 
about before our very eyes! 

Dad then told us about the stranger 
whom he had seen standing in a street 






comer holding the poor creature tied 
into a cruel bundle. After a brief con- 
versation, Dad could easily make out 
that he had absolutely no definite ideas 
‘on what todo with it. Naturally the man 
was very happy to part with it for the 
Rs.25 which Dad offered him. 

We all congraluted dear Dad and 
thanked him for saving the poor thing 
and bringing it home. 

We learnt from Dad that ants and ter 
mites were its favourite dishes. But did 
not know how to help him hunt for food 



















as another inmate of the house was on 
his rounds in our garden —our pet dog, 
Appu. We had doubts whether he 
‘would welcome the new visitor. Any- 
way, we decided to put him in the 
carshed with a bow! of milk and some 
grass for the night. 


he next morning, we all got up 

much earlier than usual to see how 
our ‘special” guest had spent his first 
night at home. 

‘But he was not there! 

We searched everywhere and even 
suspected that Appu had somehow 
managed! to catch him, 

‘At last, to our great relief, we spot 
ted him ina nook, in the garden, heart- 
ily enjoying a feast of termites, which 
he had ‘discovered’ while uprooting 

some of Mum's favourite 
plants! This upset Mum a bit. 
But she soon laughed it off 

However, we did not 
‘want to put him at risk with 

Appu around, Once 
again, Dad came up 

with a suggestion. 
“We'll hand him 
‘over to the Zoology 
Department of our 
University. They'd re- 
ally loveto have such 
a rare, live specimen” 

So, that was what 

we did, and to this day 

our lovely pet, the 

loveliest one Dad 

had ever given 

us, still keeps 

thrilling his visitors 
— young and old! 


UMA BALU 
35 
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COMEDY? 


T=: was an announcement 
at Tee about a drawing 
competition which the school 

was going to hold. Unlike other 

drawing competitions, this one 
would be teamwork. Three students 
had to form a group to make their 
painting. The finished painting had 
to be handed over after three days. 
‘Mira, Rupa and Grishma had their 
group ready. Of course, they them- 
selves were the three who would 
draw. The three girls decided to stay 
after school for an hour or so and 
finish their painting that very day. 
After the bell rang, children 
rushed out from all the classrooms. 

Soon, the whole school was empty. 

‘The trio decided to goto the ground 

floor near the K.G. classes. But the 

classes were locked. So they sat in 
the corridor. They found it even 
better because it was cooler there 
than in a classroom. 

"Soon the girls began their work. 
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In no time, paints, brushes, oils 
and whatnots were scattered on 
the floor. The girls were deeply 
engrossed in their work, when 
they suddenly heard a knock. 
“Did you hear that?” asked Mira, 
thinking it was her imagina- 
tion, 

“You mean the knock?" 
asked Rupa. “Yes, 1 did.” 

The knock came again, 
"Aaaww!"cried the two girls 
and began to run, “Hey, 
wait!” cried Grishma, “Let's at 
least locate the place from 
where the knock came.” 

So the girls went closer, The mys- 
terious knock came again. To the 
gitl’s horror, it was from a K,G. class, 
‘They were terrified. 

“The class was locked. Who could 
have got in there?” Grishma won- 
dered aloud. 

“Who said there was some one 
inside” countered Mira. Her heart was 
thumping so loudly that she thought 
the other two must hear it too! 

“I just hope it isn’t an evil spirit 
or a...a, ghost!” cried Rupa. “Don't 
be funny," yelled Grishma, rather 
irritated. But anyway she, too, was 
frightened. 

All of a sudden, the knocks 
‘topped and the sound of some weird 
‘music, somewhat like the tunes in 
horror movies, wafted towards them, 
Fear swept the girls’ faces. 

Suddenly they heard a laugh. 
Now, even Grishma began to be- 
lieve that there was a ghost around, 
‘She gripped Rupa’s arm in terror. At 
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that moment, they saw their school 
captain coming towards them, 
ughing heartily. She was holding 
her sides and almost rolling onto the 
ground, 

The trio could have got a heart- 
attack, Not brought on by the mys: 
terious knocks but by the usually 
stern-faced captain's uncontrolla 
ter! She was laughing as if she 














mad 

“Babies!” she guffawed. “Getting 
scared of a knock! We were inside 
this classroom, We were practising 
for the concert next week. We de- 
cided to scare you. That horror tune 
on the guitar was entertaining, 
wasn't it” The trio thought she had 
gone crazy. Finding that tune enter- 
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wining! 
Rupa asked, “How did you get in 
there?" 
“Oh! Don't you know?" cried the 
iptain, “That is the only class which 
has a back door, We got in from 
there 
Well, the girls had never felt so 
relieved before. “By the way , since 
when have you learnt to laugh?" Mira 
felt like asking. But she kept her 
mouth shut 
The next day, when the captain 
met the girls, she said, “Hello, dare- 
devils!” But they did not mind at all, 
Instead they were happy! She had 
at last learnt to laugh! 
Aardra Patil (aged 12), 
Mumbai - 400 025 
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ih ong, long ago, in 
ig China, there lived a 
‘Poor student who was in 


telligent and industrious. His 
name was Yangsu, He had no 
} money to buy books or a slate 
or paper to write homework, 
solve problems and do 
exercises, At night, he sat 
under the street lights and 
diligently studied his 
lessons, using borrowed 
books. In the daytime, 
he used to go to the 
seashore and work 
out his sums on the 
sand. 
‘As he was a 
hard-working 
student, he did 





















well at school. He was therefore liked by 
his teachers and friends. 


hen the final examinations 
were over, the teachercame 
to class with the results. He 


declared that the class.on the whole had 
not done well 
Only a few students out of thirty had 
come out successtul. In'order to judge 
Yangsu's self-confidence. the teacher 
asked him whether he hoped to pass. 
Yangsu replied that he was sure he 
would pass. Then the teacher told 
Yangsu that only five students had 
passed. Did he hope to be one among 
them? Yangsu replied that he certainly 
did, The teacher then asked 
Yangsu, “only two students 
had passed, do you think 
you would have been one of 
them?" Yangsu replied that 
he would definitely be 
‘one of those two. At 
last. the teacher 
asked, “What if only 
fone boy has pass 
ed?" Yangsu replied, 
“| would be that 
boy." The teacher 
was extremely pleas. 
ed with sincere, hard- 
working Yangsu’s un: 
shakeable confidence 
and disclosed that 
Yangsu had topped the 
class! 









Ruchi Mohapatra, 
Std IX, 
Kendriya Vidyalaya, 
Trichy 


Mahatma Gandhi 


(ls — 1948) 


Mr Giles, the Educational In- 
spector, had come on a visit of 
inspection. He had set us five 
words to write as a spelling ex- 
ercise. One of the words was 
“kettle”, Uhad mis-spelt it, The 
teacher tried to prompt me with 
the point of his boot, but I would 
not be prompted. Itwas beyond, 
‘me to see that he wanted me to 
copy the spelling from my 
neighbour's slate, for I had 
thought that the teacher was 
there to supervise us against 
copying, The result was that all 
the boys, except myself, were 
found to have spelt every word 
correctly. Only I had been stu- 
pid. The teacher tried later to 
bring this stupidity home tome, 
butwithout effect. Inever could 
learn the art of ‘copying.’ 
Yet the incident did not in the 
least diminish my respect for 
my teacher. I was by nature 
blind to the faults of elders 
Later I came to know of many 
other failings ofthis teacher, but 
‘my regard for him remained the 
same. For [had learnt to carry 
out the onders of elders, not so 
scan their actions. 
from 
My Experiments with Truth. 













Pero yet discouraged, 
of R.C. Narayanan is and advised me to 
my grandfather. | have a lot of work harder and concentrate bet- 


things to tell you about him. | do ter on my work. He narrated to me 
‘not know where to begin. 





According to me, he is the Su- 
preme Court of our family. If there 
is any problem in the family, we all 
approach him. He is a very honest 
and just person. He settles mat- 
ters in no time and without any con 
fusion, without any scolding 
‘or beating. He never dis- 
courages anyone. 

Once | was brooding 
over my halt-yearly ex- 
amination results, At- 
ter talking to my par- 
ents about my bad 
performance, | di- 
rectly went to him 
and said that | had 
not done well. He 
told me never to 
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how he went to England for higher 
studies against great opposition 
from the family. He is never impo- 
lite, he has never spoken rudely 
to any person. If anybody is con- 
stantly pessimistic he tries to 
make them understand that when 
they think in that way, their wor- 
ries only increase; and this in turn 
leads to bad health. He is impar- 
tial. He does not see any differ- 
ence between his own relatives 
and outsiders. He talks freely and 
frankly to all of us. The excep- 
tional quality that | admire in him 
is that he offers a lending ear toa 
person of any age group; a child 
or an elderly person. He is also a 















wonderful listener. That there are few 
My grandfather is a very rich Who have such a fine 

person in the sense that he has Grandma like you. 

all the good qualities that a grand- 

father should have; love, affec- You have to agree 

tion, being just, honest, encour- You are the best 

aging... the list is endless. | am Ofall the rest. 


indeed very, very lucky to have a 
grandfather like him. Heisindeed | Best in the world 

avery unique person and indeed At the CROSSWORD, 
a very great personality and defi- . 
nitely the best grandfather any- 
one can have. Friends, would 
you like to meet him or talk to him 
through the telephone? His ad- 


You are so quick 
Ac filling a grid. 


Live to be hundred. 
AVery Happy Birthday 


dress 
Prof F.C. Narayanan, In May! 
7-598 32 Cross St Let it stay 
Besant Nagar, That way. 
‘Madras - 90. 
Ph:agt60e7 Bhavya Dore 
Aarti Krishnan, (aged 11), 
Std IX, Bhavan's Rajaji J.B. Petit High School, 
Vidhyashram, Madras. Mumbai - 400 006. 
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SINDHOOR PANGAL of 
Bangalore, narrates her 
experiences as a Girl Guide 
and a person in the Land of 
the Rising Sun. 


6 Piepared:'as the Girl 

Guide, motig’ says. 4 ras 
prepating myself for ihe news, be 
it positive or negative. | just waited, 
with my fingers crossed, héping for 
“the best, 

_ Let me first toll you what nevis | 
was wailing -fr,, As: I-am, a 
Rajyapuraskar 
Guide; | wanted to 
attend the 75th ye 
Aniversary Ranger ™ 
Camp, to be held at 
Nagona, Japan. | had 
sent in my application in 
early March. And now, it 
was May and the results of 





the selection would reach me 
shortly. | was full of anxiety. 

J could not withhold a shriek of 
joy when | was told, over the 
telephone, that the answer was 
positive. Shubhasree Raghu- 
nathan of Mt. Carmel College and 
“I, were selec ted, and we were to 
by Miss Anuradha 





the* NHO, 


Adikeshavalu, who had passed out 


















of Bishop Cotton College, 


At 6.00pm on 22nd July, | saw 


my dream come true,.as the train 
slowly chugged out of the station 
* towards Delhi 


+ At Delhi, ye'spent’a fewdays in 
compléting * the 
formalities., Finally the big day 
attived, bringing along with it the 
frst foreigh tour | was, doing by 
myselt, “ We’ boarded the'Thai, 
Aircraft dn the 

30th, at 12.05. 1 


sat back in my seat recollecting our 
pleasant meeting with Mr. Shankar 
Dayal Sharma at Rashtrapathi 
Bhavan on the 29th, our visit to the 
Immigration Office, the foreign 
exchange formalities and so on. | 
smiled contentedly as the aircraft 
rose, taking me nearer to Japen 
every second. 
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e-reached Narita Airport 
in Japan 
7.30pm (v apan Time). Things were. 
well organ 











A “he B13t ‘atthe Asia Pacific Region ari 





~Girl Scouts (from. 14 countti pe 
Girl Scouts of Japan: On the 31d,: 


ed. We saw two Git "we were divided int 3 sub-car 1S 
Scouts, with grins stretching from. and patrols, an aa, 
-eartoear, welcoming us. \ -Wewere si inst 


scatis, 


ructions, 


ith-and food list 
given our bus tickets and were told. and our TRY. AND Soe 
to get off at the last halt. Twas sheets, On comocing ing: any’ ae 


overwhelmed by t their pleasant 


the 13 activities | ited on thos 


manners. Before | realised it, was _ sheets,  ewmssgetne rrr 


in my room in the Tokyo 
Hostel, fast asleeo. in my~ 
dreamland! 

The following day, we went to the 
Tokyo Guides Headquarters and 
had an orientation session on ‘How 
to survive in Japan’. And then we 








went shopping. 


oon we left Tokyo and headed 
for the beautiful Togakushi 
camp site which overlooked the 
mountains of Nagona. There we 
camped, the 41 Girl Guides and 
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MCA, CHALLENGE award. The camp: 


had begun! 

“The lowing days were full of 
ching our tents, making 
small tables to have food, getting 
provisions from the centre and 
cooking our meals. On the 4th, we 
did some carpentry 
and on the Sth, a 
mini hike. | also com- 
pleted many TRY 
AND CHALLENGE 
activities. One after- 
noon, | cooked an 
Indian rice dish 
which they said was 
5 "KHARAI' but ‘OISHI’ 
(spicy but delicious). 
Now that was amus- 
ing, as | thought 
it was absolutely 
bland. For the ‘Inter- 
national Night’ that 
evening, | performed 
a Bharatanatyam number, thus 
increasing respect for Indian 
culture in the hearts of many. 
The following day,! went on a 
short hike along with my patrol. 
With a map to guide us, we 
reached our destination on time, 
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thus increasing my TRY AND 
CHALLENGE points to 12 out of 13. 
won the award. 

Finally the 7th came, bringing 
along with it the tearful farewell of 
our dear sisters. We were to go 
for ‘home-stay’. We three Indians 
were very lucky. We were to stay 
in KYOTO the most beautiful city 
in Japan. We were given our Bullet 
Train tickets. It was wonderful 
travelling in a train that covered a 
distance of 200 km/hr. 

In Kyoto, Ms Machiko Furukava, 
my foster-mother, greeted me with 
‘a warm and polite ‘KONICHIWA’ 
(Hello). | was glad to be introduced 
to Thaka and Natsu, my sisters for 
that week. That week was the most 
unforgettable one in my life— 
kimono shows, fireworks, tea 
ceremonies, visits to temples, and 


shopping! 
1 was touched by the 
importance they gave us. We 





‘appeared twice in the newspapers 
‘of Kyoto. But the most enjoyable 
experience was my first fishing trip! 

‘A visit to TOKYO DISNEYLAND 
‘on the 13th and that was it. My 
dream was over. It was time to 
depart, Our flight took off from 
Narita Airport, in the beautiful land 
of Japan, at 2.30pm on the 14th. 

1am sure, my stay in The Land 
of the Rising Sun’ has created an 
everlasting impression in my heart. 
It has certainly widened my views 
about the world, | realised the 
vastness of our Earth and my own 
insignificant place in it 

The food problem, language 
problem and problem of adjusting 
to extremely high technology, 
made me realise another thing, 

Travel many places 

Learn many cultures 

But web into your own! For, there 
is no place like home—HOME 
SWEET HOME! 








fIStlY FACTS 





A\ can sient hs found out that 
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some species of ih are able to make out their 
surroundings even in near pitch blackness. 

Professor(Dr) Hans-loachin- Wagner, 
director of the Anatomical Institute of 
Tuebingen University is currently 
‘esearching this fascinating aspect of deep- 
sealife. 

During an international fiekd tip on a 
British research ship in the North Atlantic 
in autumn, 1998, Prof Wagner discovered 
that some species of fish were able to make 
coptimal use of what ite light was available, 
sing special adaptional devices even in the 
almost pitch darkness at depths of 4,000 
metres, 

Suresh K. Anjum 
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Each of the words in this 
quizends in ‘GO’. The number 
of letters in the word is given 
(Lv in brackets. Find them. 


























1, —go = in the past (3) 

2, —— — ——go = prohibition (7) 

3, ————go = a blue dye (6) 

4, ———go = final stage of the life-cycle of insects (5) 

5. ———go = goods carried by ship (5) 

6. ——go = starch used for puddings (4) 

7. ——go = a computer language (4) 

8.—-—-—-— —go =a bird (8) 

9, ———go =a fruit (5) 

10.—— go =a group of islands (11) 

Can you think of five more words ending in ‘GO'? 
V.S.Dheeraj (aged 14), 

PETIT SEMINAIRE (Hr.Sec.School) Pondicherry - 605 001. 
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urga, a manifestation of 

the Mother Goddess 

Popular in the eastern 
region of the country, is an emblem 
of both terror and placidity. 

The festival of Durga Pujais the 
Eastern Indian counterpart of 
Navartri. This autumnal festival, 
which starts of the first day of the 
bright half of the Lunar Ashwin 
month and continues till the ninth, 


is celebrated by worshipping the 
many forms that Durga takes in 
keeping with her dual role. The 
tenth day of the festival is popularly 
known throughout India as 
Dassera, when the whole country 
presents a spectacle of colour and 
gaiety. 
Text and transparencies 


DILIP BANERJEE. 








ne day, Venkatammajj.. Oops! |am_ actively participate in 
sorry. | forgot to tell you who this it...” | was reading 
Venkatammaiji is. She lives in my na- aloud from my text - 
tive vilage. She has been working for ourfamily book 
since thetimeofmygrand-— 
father, She comes to visit 
us at Bangalore once or —) 
twice a year. 
We, that is Appa, Amma, 
Deepu (my younger brother) 
and |, have different opinions 
about her. ¥ | = 
“She is older than your ; | 
granny,” wonders Amma. 


"Yet, she hasn't got a single 
grey hair... and she is 
stronger than me! 


“She always makes 














Appa scold me,” complains Deepu. “Andshe “What does that 
always keeps advising us. But she’s good com- mean, Babu?" asked 
pany.. Venkatammaiji 


“You had promised to bring ‘tamt “Ican't explain... but 
Shivaratri, but it is past Navaratri now...,” we tellme, Aji, are elections 
would complain held in your village?" 1 

“| was not well, Babu,” she would explain, asked. 

‘and groundnuts have come to harvest. It's “Yes Babu,” she re- 

time | earn some money. People call me tohelp plied enthusiastically. “I 

them in their fields.” She would be busy dur- always press my thumb 
ing harvests, though against the ‘palm.” 
she had no land of Why?" | asked. 

her own “Somebody asked 

‘Democracy can me to ‘support’ Indir- 

be fully successful amma.....” | was about 

only when peopic to swoon. | wonder 

whether she knew who 

_ Indiramma (Mrs. Indira 

/ Gahi) was, or what 

5 ‘support’ meant. 
i Indiramma is no 
more, Aji,” linformed 


her 
2. “Asweet ih made rom wheat our ana gar 
0 
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“Is that 80?" she asked 
with a tinge of sorrow in 
her voice. “Yet, the ‘pair 
mark is somewhat nice to 
look at, isn’t it? 

| almost fainted 

Tell me, Ajji. Have you 
ever been to school?" | 
asked, putting on the air 
of an educationist 

remember attending 
a school for a month 
Babu, but my father took 
me out of school!” she 
said with a grin. 

“Ajji, how about learn- 
ing how to write 
Kannada 

| cannot learn any 
thing in this ‘janma’, Babu 
Brahma hasn't written iton 
my forehead,” she said in- 
stantly, not allowing me to 
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_,anything. You've got to know what's going 


used 10 writ 

the letters 8 

on for a few days. But s 
oft for her village the follow. 
ing week and that was the 
end of my literacy cam- 
paign. 

Years have rolled by. | am 


‘complete my sentence. 
“Come on, Aji, it's never too late to learn 


‘on around you!” | was a bit cross at her 
disinterest. 





| somehow forced her into holding 
\da piece of chalk, She 


aslate 









in the tenth standard now. 
Venkatammajji continues to 
come to Bangalore at least once a 





year. 

During her recent stay with us, Venka- 
tammajji showed a sudden interest in learn- 
ing. “Teach me to write my name, Babu,” she 
kept pestering me. “I have to sign MO.'s. 

Tm busy, Ajj,” | kept saying, 

Now Deepu has taken over. She writes 
and writes on the slate on which he has writ- 
ten her name. 

Total literacy by the year 2000, 
of India.....” I study 
at school, and we 
hold debates on 
the topic ‘impor 
tance of educ 
tion 
K.S.Prashanth 

(aged 15) 

Standard x, 

WEBSTERS 
HIGH SCHOOL, 
Bangalore. 













the goat 
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was a wealthy zamindar who 

wanted a suitable bridegroom for his 
more than intelligent daughter. So he let it 
be known that any youth who could pass 
the test set by him, could marry his 
daughter, and inherit his vast, rich estate. 

‘Aday was fixed, and the sons of several 
rich zamindars of neighbouring estates 
came to try their luck. The zamindar 
announced, "He who can bring my 
daughter some water which has come 
neither from the sky nor from the ground 
may marry her.” 

“How can anyone find such water? It's 
impossible!” exclaimed one suitor. "He's 
right! water can only come from the sky 
as rain; or from wells, ponds and rivers. 
And all of these are either in or on the 
ground!" cried another. “We are wasting 
our time here. Let's go!” They were 

about to stomp off when 
one of them who was 
standing apart, lost in 
thought, suddenly step- 
ped forward 
“| can get her the 
water you want," he dec 
lared. He then went out and came 
back with a few tender coconuts. 

“The water inside these is neither from 
the sky nor from the ground. And itis cool, 
pure and sweet he said, smiling. The 
zamindar embraced him and made him his 
son-in-law that very day. 

Kolar Krishna lyer, 
Tirupati-t 


] nthe village of Shillangere, there 
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| 

| @ What's big and| 
Jugly with red spots? | 
| A.A monster with | 
measles. I 
Hl Divya 
| Balasubramanian, | 
| New Delhi - 14, 
1 

1 

1 

1 

1 

1 

1 

I 

i 





Mum: Susan, Just | 
look at the mess you're | 
[int What have you been | 
[doing? I 
| Susans I fell in ay 
jpuddle, Mum. | 

Mum: In your new 
laress? 

‘Susan: Well, I had no 
Itime to change! 








Dad: What did you 
[learn in schoo! today | 
|ron? | 
"Tom: I learnt that] 
those sums you did for} 
ma wore wren 
| Rashmi Rangarajan| 
L__ Bangalore - 560 064] 
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D uring the summer holidays, my 
uncle took me to Sanganeer, 
a beautiful village in Rajasthan. Its 
streets are wide and clean. The 
houses have flat roots and are 
made of dried mud. They have 
small windows, to keep out the 
heat. The roofs are used for drying 
vegetables and clothes. One 
house has a painting of a warrior 
in full armour riding on an elephant 
Another has a flock of 
bright green and blue 
peacocks, 
Rajasthan 
swarms of pea- 
cocks. The pea- 
cock, which is the 
sacred bird of 
Rajasthan, is 


has 


tame and steals not only crops but 
food from the houses as well 
Monkeys, too, are considered sa- 
cred so they do what they like as 
nobody will harm them, 

The houses are larger than in 
most Indian villages and large 
families live in them. Almost all 
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houses have courtyards that are 
surrounded by mud walls 
Rajasthani women sit on their 
roofs and in their courtyards, tying 
and dyeing, or printing, pieces of 
cotton cloth which they make into 
skirts and sarees or turbans to be 


Sanganeer 


































LAS 
BSE sold all over 


India, They 

have hand- 
carved wooden blocks which they 
use for printing intricate traditional 
designs on cloth. The visit was a 
very interesting one for me. 


S. Azharruddin, 
(aged 12), 
Vasco - 403 802 
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When | was in Std VI, a boy 
brought a chilli to class and placed 
it on a paper. Then he took a- 
magnet and moved it under the 
paper. To our amazement, the chil 
started moving! When our 
Science teacher came in, 
we told him about it. He 


THE 
ENCHANTED 
CHILLI! 


asked the boy to repeat what he 
had done. The boy did so 
However, our teacher, too, was 
baffled, One of the students asked 
him nervously, "How did the chill 
move, Sir? Is it enchanted?” Just 
to calm the student, our teacher 
said, “That chilli must have a lot of 
tron content. 

He was not wrong either. For, good laugh. Then we praised the 
as soon as he said that, the boy boy for his ingenious use of 
smiled and pulled out the needle science to play a practical joke. 








he had inserted in the chill! All of R.Karthikeyan, 

u ding our teacher, had a Cuddalore - 607 001. 
Ramesh: Hello Anil, how come you have 
changed so much? 


Stranger : Sorry, | am not Anil! 
Ramesh : Oh! So you have changed your 
name, too! 





Kunal Paul (age 13), 
Ahemdabad - 380 006. 





Diner: Waiter, what's this spider doing in my 
coffee? 

Waiter: Si 
drowning 





's trying to save the fy from 
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DUCK RECORD 





New Zealand fast bowier Danny 
Morrison has claimed a world record 
he could have done without, the most 
ducks in Test Cricket. A fine for dissent, 
‘world record no one would be proud 
‘of and bowling figures of none for 124, 
left Morrison without a fond memory 
of the second test against the West 
Indies at St John's (Antigua) Wellington, 
‘on April 29, 1976. 





TWIN ASTRONAUTS 





Two identical ewins, who were five 
years old when they watched Neil 
‘Armstrong walk on the moon in 1969 
and decided on the spot to become 
astronauts, have now been selected as 
NASA astronants. 


Mark and Scott Velly, aged 32, 
became the first set of twins, or 
siblings, to be selected as astronauts 
in the history of the National 
Aeronautical and Space Administration 
recently. 

More than 2,400 people applied to 
be NASA astronauts during 1995-96. 
(Of the thirty-five selcted, ten including 
the twins were picked to be space- 
shuttle pilots. The rest will serve as 
mission specialists. 

Both had earlier worked as Navy 
pilots and had applied in the same 
batch, but were told separately of their 








LONGEST SANDWICH 





Bakers in rural Hungary 
constructed, the World's Longest 
Sandwich, measuring 268.5 metres. 





Organisers set up 100 outdoor 
tables inTata,60 km. West of Budapest, 
to hold the vegetarian delight, which 
beat the world’s largest known 
sandwich by 55.5 metres, the daily “Uj 
Magyarorszag” reported in its April 29, 
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SNIPPETS 


1996, edition. 

Several dozen apprentice bakers 
made 330 kg of rye bread. They also 
used 60 kg of cholesterol-free 
margarine, 600 heads of lettuce, 320 
kg of cucumbers, 500 bunches of 
radishes, 120 kg of onions. 150 kg of 
tomatoes and 150 bunches of spring 
onions 

The organisers said locals, more 
used to a diet heavy in meat, sauces 
and paprika devoured it in no time. 

The earlier longest-known 
sandwich, was made in London in 
1992, and measured 213 metres. 





HIGHEST TOWER 





Carech environmental activists set 
a world record after completing a 
tower made from 21,570 empty plastic 
bottles during their attempt to enter 
the ‘Guiness Book of Worid Records’ 
at Klando in Bohemia on April 20, 1996, 

The erection of the II-metre-tall 
tower took 24 hours and was 
dismantled on April 21, 1996. 








SECRETS OF THE SUN 








A\ new space observatory shows 
that the sun spews out powerful flames 
in images which may help explain 
climatic shifts on earth, the European 
Space Agency has reported recently. 

Scientists operating the Solar and 
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Heliospheric Observatory, 1.5 million 
km from the earth, said its data may 
explain mysteries like the structure of 
the sun and sun spots. 

A joint project by ESA and NASA, 
itwas launched in December 1995 and 
became fully operational in April, 1996. 
First images show that the sun is 
unexpectedly turbulent in what should 
be a calm-period cycle of activity. 





One of the first stamped 
envelopes issued by the Communist 
government after coming to power, 
fetched a top price in China's first-ever 
public stamp auction. The pre-stamped 
envelope, issued in 1949, was sold for 
164,000 yuan. Stamps related to the 
late revolutionary leader Maotse-Tung 
were popular. A stamp featuring a 
painting of Mao goes to Anyuan’ which 
shows a young Mao striding 
purposefully against a background of 
stormy skies, opened at 1,750 yuan. 


Compiled by 
Suresh K.Anjum. 
59 








You will need : 










A 10cm X 20 cm ter; a few 


glazed tile; a greeting lengths of col- 
card with a picture of a spray of ourful ribbons; 
flowers; some white clay kneaded into ‘= Fevicol. 


q 















1. Cut out the picture 
from the greeting card. 
2. Apply some Fevicol 
to the back of the picture. 
3. Now make small 
BALLS OF ots out of the lump of 
CLAY clay and place them on 
the Fevicol, for a 3-D ef- 







fect. 
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_—$—$— 
wall hanging is ready. 





Ihave used a spray 
of flowers, but one 
could also use 
pictures of 
goddesses, 
or gods, or 
animals, or 
birds, or 
houses and 
so on 


SHREYA 
ANIL PAN- 
DIT (aged 

16), 
Thane (W) - 400 
601. 


4. Now stick the 
picture on the tile, 
and let it dry. This 
will take at least two 
days. 

5. Now decorate 
the border of the tile 
with coloured rib- 
bons as shown. 

6. Make a loop on 
the back of the tile 
with the ribbon. Your [7 

———| 
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ne day our teacher took 

‘Satish, Ramesh, a few other 
boys and me, to the SCHOOL FOR 
THE BLIND. As we entered the 
office, the Headmaster greeted us 
with a ‘Namaste’. We assembled 
in the hall and the Headmaster 
said, "Before we visit the classes, 
I must tell you something about this 
school and what the boys learn 
here.” 

He spoke to us for a while and 
then showed us around. First of 
all we saw the MUSIC ROOM. Here 
many children were playing on the 
Harmonium, Tabla, Sitar, Sarangi 





Dilruba and Flute. 
“How well they 
play!" exclaimed 
our teacher. The 
Headmaster was 
pleased and said, 
"My boys are very 
good.at music. They 
even earn money by 
playing music in a 
park or at a party." 
The Headmaster 
then took us to the 
rooms where the 
boys learnt canework, weaving 
and tailoring. “What do you do with 
the things they make?" | asked him, 


AN 
“YE-OPENING 
EXPERIENCE 


“They are sold in the market,” 
he replied. 

"Sir, what are those boys doing 
with those books? Why are they 
feeling the pages with their 
fingers?” asked Satish, pointing to 








Q: What is black when clean and white 
when dirty? 


A: A black bear! 
Mulavilea Varadan, 

aged 9 

Sri Aurobindo Memorial School, 
Bangalore -H1 
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some children in a corner. The 
Headmaster said, “They are 
reading Braille books. Sightless 
people cannot read as we do. They 
read with their fingers from Braille 
books. Braille letters are formed 
by making raised dots on paper. 
Sightless people move their fingers 
on the raised dots and read by 
feeling the letters. 

How wonderful! 
Ramesh, 

' never knew that sightless boys 


cried 


could read," said | 
Soon, it was time for 
us to go back, so our 
fer thanked the Headmaster. 
ll never forget the words he 
uttered as we left 

“Not to have eyesight Is a very 
unfortunate thing. But today the 
sightless can be taught to support 
themselves. People can help them 
by employing them and buying the 
things they make.” 


Ryan Charles Isaaks 
{aged 13), 
Madras - 600 035. 





Q: What do you get if you crossa cat and a 
lemon? 
A: Sourpuss. 
Sapna G. Krishnan 
(aged 12), 
Bangalore - 560 040. 
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PETPALS 


ne day, | was sitting on 
my bed when | saw 


two little squirrels playing 
on a tree. My father had 
taught me how to tempt 
squirrels. | decided to try 
‘out what he taught me. 

| ran to the kitchen, got 


to the bedroom. 


‘on the window-sill, a few on the 
floor, and waited for the squirrels 
to. come. Only one came. It came 
running at once, not wasting a 
second. | closed the window as 
soon as it came into the room, and 
watched it eat. Hearing a squeak, 
my mother, too, came in quietly and 
stood there. It looked very sweet, 


cy 


WILDLIFE 


the ground-nut box and ran back 
| opened the 
window, put out a few ground-nuts 










like a tiny baby, sitting and nibbling 
ground-nuts. “A ttle ketchup-bot- 
tie-cap of water,” | thought, and 
placed one on the floor. It drank a 
little of the water, and squeaking 
its thanks, ran off! 

“Well!” said 
wasn't it?” 

“it was," my mother agreed. | 
could not wait to tell my father all 
about it! 





“It was cute, 


Deepti D.K. 

{aged 10), 
Bangalore - 560 003. 
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ne Saturday morning, 8 sat brows 

through a book, a sentence caught 
iy attention. It sid, "No one can depeive 
1s of what i rightly ous. This reminded 
‘me of an incident that took place five years 
ago, during my vacations. 

T had gone to Bombay, along with 
any brother and grandather to vst may 
aunt and uncle. One evening the 
five of us set out forthe beach. 
When we were almost there, we 
were caught in a traffic am. So 
iy uncle asked the diver to 
park the car and we got down 
and walked to the beach 

Suddenly, my aunt 
found her puse missing 
We went back tothe car 
an searched tthotoughiy 
‘The purse was fot there, 
but the driver had forgot- 
ten to wind up the rear 
windows, $0, even i she 






















sani: Lost and Found 


My aunt was in tears 
‘The lost purse contained her office keys, 
the cash desk keys and the vault keys. She 
held an important postin the office and 
felt miserable about her carelessness 

We immediately went to a nearby po- 
lice station and filed a complaint. That 
Whole evening was spent in going from one 
Police station to another. My aunt had to 
apologise to her boss for losing the keys. 
We reached home quite late that night 
None of us felt lke eating. All of us had a 
restless night 

The next morning my aunt got a call 
from somebody. Afier making sure that i 
‘was the right person he was speaking o, 
he asked her, “Have you lost your purse?” 
My aunt said, “Yes!” He then disclosed that 
the purse was with him. My aunt could not 
believe her eats! 
GOKULAM Ober 


The purse was duly collected from the 
helpful stranger, All the money was lost 
butthe keys were intact, The stranger had 
found the purse inthe caer of his parked 
bike 

The thief must have helped hinself to 
the money and dumped the purse with 
the rest of ts contents, othe carter. The 
ssranger had taken the pains to so through 
the contents ofthe purse and locate my 
aunt from the address and phone number 
ssriten in her diary 

He had the satisfaction of restoring the 
parse tots rightful owner, but we ud the 
satisfaction of having come across a re- 
sponsible, considerate an! honest person! 








ANAGAHA SURESH (aged 13), 
STD IX, THE SCHOOL KEL, 
Madras. 
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[i |e | got up that morn 
4 ing at five, | did not have 
[NYY | ever, tne minutest idea 

that itwas going to bean 
adventurous day, My board exami- 
nations were due next week and | 
was forced to get up and start slog- 
ging at five o'clock! My mother was 
making coffee in the kitchen. A few 
minutes later, she came out with cof- 
fee for both of us. “Madhu! | am 
going to Adayar to attend a wed- 
ding,” she said 

“Oh, yes! You told me yesterday. 
Don't bother about my breakfast. | 
can manage.” 

“Don't worry! Granny will make it 
for you,” she said. “I want to tell you 
something. My friend, Nimmi, and 
her husband have come down from 
the USA. She told me over the 
phone that she'd like to call on us 
some time this week. | don't know 
when exactly she'll come. I intend 
asking her to get a job for your 
brother in their firm. So don't go 
anywhere till return. Incase they 
come, make them feel at home, 
Vlbe back around one o’ clock.” 

“How am I to identify them?” 
asked, 

“Nimmiis tall and fair. She knows 
everybody in our house. Even your 
granny knows her” 

“Okay then,” | said relieved 


had to do voluminous work 
in Maths, so! prayed that 
we should not get any ‘im- 
ported’ friends during mother’s ab- 


sence. But my prayers were very 
rarely answered! At about 10.30 am 








stood there. The lady was very fair 
and well built. The man was as thin 
as a reed and was wearing tinted 
glasses. 

“This is Mr. Gopal's house, | pre- 
sume?” she asked in a smart voice. 

‘Yes. Please come in. Amma's 
gone out,” I said 

"Oh! Itis hot here!” she sighed 

| increased the speed of the fan 
and when | was about to get her 
some juice from the fridge; she said, 















our doorbell rang. A young couple 




















"Please don't give me any soft drink 
I'd like to nave a cup of buttermilk if 
it's not a bother. 

'I wondered why Ma told me, they 
always bought Coca-Cola in crates. 
This lady probably has an acidity 
problem," | thought and offered her 
a glass’of chilled buttermilk 

“Thank you. You're in plus two, 
aren't you?” she asked. 

Yes. |have my Board Examina- 
tions next week, 
| said in a weak 





Granny came to my rescue. "Why 
don't you go inside and study 
Madhu? | shall keep them company, 
she said 

‘Are you staying in Alwarpet. in 
your in-law's house?” asked 
Grandma. 

‘No Auntie. My in-laws are in 
Royapettah,” she said. 

“Oh! | am getting old!" said 
Granny, “My memory seems to be 
playing tricks on me these days, 





‘But you look very young for your 
age," the visitor complimented 
Granny. The conversation continued 
in a lighter vein and after half 
an hour, the visitor looked 
ather watch and said 
am going to an: 
other friend's 
house in the 
next street 
Please ask 
Geetha to ring 
up as soon as 

she returns." 
Granny wrote 
down her phone 

number. 


went back to the 

hall table to con- 

Z | tinue my work 
Where did I leave the golden 
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screwpencil? | searched for it. Butit 
was nowhere to be found! It was an 
imported pencil given to me by my 
uncle as a birthday present. | re- 
membered the lady sitting in my 
chair while talking to Granny. Did 
she steal it? | wanted to check eve- 
rything in the room. | had another 
shock. My sister had left her beauti- 
ful Titan watch on top of the fridge 
before leaving for school. Dad had 
warned her not to wear it to schoo! 
That Titan watch was mis- sing now! 
So we had been taken for a ride by 
some impostors! 

\ ran inside the kitchen to tell 
Granny. It pained her immensely. 
‘Such a soft-spoken girl! | can't be- 
lieveit. You should not trust anybody 
these days. Thank God! They didn't 
slit our throats to get our gold o 





ments,” she said. 
ait returned nome at 
iN |about ten and after chang- 
[SQH7 |ing into.a cotton sari, asked 
me whether we had re- 

ceived any letters. 

No letters. Only visitors, 
ina litte voice 

Well, who came?" she asked, 

Your ‘friends'," | said, emphasis- 
ing the word ‘friends 

What's the problem?" she asked 
me, puzzled 

I told her about the visitors 

It can't be Nirmala, for | met her 
at the wedding. She seems to be re- 
lated to the bridegroom. So it can’t 
be Nimmi 





| said 
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Let it be Mrs X. I don't care, But 
they have stolen Sis's watch and my 
golden screwpencil,” | said. 

“Watch? Youmean the Titan? 

The strap matched my Banaras 
saree perfectly and | wore it 
to the wedding," she said, 

“What about my pencil?" 
| asked. 

"When did you see that 
last?" she asked, 

“I eft it on the table 
and went to the balcony 
while Granny was talk- 
ing to them." 

“I wrote down her 
phone number with 
that pencil," said 
Granny in a guilty 
voice. 

“What phone 
number?” asked 
Amma. 

“That lady's. Before leaving, she 
gave me a phone number. She 
wanted you to call her as soon as 
you got back. 

“Who knows? It may even be a 
hoax,” I said 


‘Let us try that number," said 


‘Amma and dialled the number. But 
a recorded message said, “All the 
lines in this area are busy. Please try 
after some time. 





eleftit at that. In the even- 
ing while making coffee, 
‘Amma saw something glit- 
tering under the gas stove. 

‘My peneill Granny, after writing down 
the phone number, had come to the 
kitchen to stir the ‘curry’, had left it 
near the stove, and forgotten about 
it, 

















So if the person who 
came was not Nirmala 
who was she? 
That Friday evening, Amma and | 
went to Kapaleswarar temple. | ac- 
companied her to get some fresh air. 
While walking down North Mada 
Street, somebody called out to 
Amma. The same lady who had 
called on us that morning! 

“Hi, Shoba! What brings you 
here?” Amma asked. 

“I came to your house this morn- 
ing.-Didn’t your son tell you?" she 
asked. 

“Yes, He told me. But | could not 
guess who itwas. Madhu! This is my 
friend, Shobha. She lives in Calcutta 
We studied together from L.K.G. to 
graduation," Amma said 

grinned. "The Imposter’ gave me 
a bewitching smile! 

KRISHNAVENI RANGANATHAN 











GOKULAM Octol 





69 








TT[itsitesent crured 18 yeas ago. My mother who worked 

in an office was about 20 years old then. One day, when she 
was away at work, a lady came to her house. My grandmother 
opened the door, and asked her who she was and what she 
‘wanted, She said she was a friend of my mother’s and her name 
‘was Rajalakshmi, and that my mother had asked her to bring some 
foreign saris to the house. My grandmother asked her tosit down 
and wentin to bring som cool drinks for her. When she returned, 

| she found the lady standing near the open almirah in the next 
room. 

‘As soon as she saw my grandmother, she rushed back to her 
seat. My grandmother grew suspicious. So she asked the lady to 
go away and come some other time. 

When my mother returned home in the evening, my grand- 

mother told her all that had happened. My mother 
‘was puzzled. She said that she did not know any 
Rajalakshmi <r. had not asked for any foreign 


saris, 

Later, my mother found 
out that the lady had asked 
theneighbour’s maid-servant 
Jabout our family. 

My mother thanked her 
stars that nothing had been 
stolen, And from then on, my 
grandmother did not let any 
stranger into the house! 


R. SHWETHA, Std VIB, [9 
D.A.V. Higher Sec. School, 
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boy of ten, the basket, tied one end 
loved birds. In of the string to the stick, 
front of his house he hada big garden and holding the other 

which had a hedge round it end, went and sat far 
Many birds flew into the garden 

every day and, perching on the 

hedge, twittered loudly. 
One day, Suresh decided to catch 

some sparrows. He would feed 

them well, and care for them, He 

would not be like other boys who 

shot and killed birds with their 

catapults. 


ay 
gt0 K eran breadcrumbs beneath 


He took a big basket, 
astickand along sting, 
and went out into the 
garden, Using the stick 
he propped up the v: 
basket at an angle. 
Then he placedaplateof away, Soon, a few un- 
suspecting sparrows 
hopped under the bas- 
ket to get at the 
breadcrumbs 
Suresh at once 
tugged the string 
‘and the stick fell, and 
the basket dropped over 
the sparrows. 
He was successfull 
In his first attempt he 
had caught seven spar- 
rows! He was so exci- 
ted that he rushed into 
the house crying, “Papa! 















Papa! Please come out 
into the garden and see 
what | have caught. 
‘Seven sparrows! Andall 
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of them in one 
stroke!” 

“And what are 
you going to do wit! 
them?" asked his father 
Suresh at once sensed 
that his father was not 
happy about what he had 
done. 

“I'm not going to harm 
them. If you buy me a 
cage, Papa, | shall keep 


OY 


them in it," he said in a 
‘small voice, 

“What a cruel thought! 
Free those birds at 
once!” ordered his 
father. Suresh had least 
expected this. 

He was an obedient 
boy, so he went out and 
set the birds free. Buthe 
was sad. If only his father 
had let him keep the 
sparrows! In a month’s 
time he would have 
caught over 200 of them, 
and could have perhaps 
had the largest collection 
of sparrows in the world. 
‘What pity his father had 
















not understood this. 

Ashe sat thinking, a 
beautiful bird with a melodious voice alighted 
on the hedge. It had a long tail, light blue 
wings, a yellow breast and a black beak. 
‘Suresh gazed at itn wonder. What a beauty! 
He had to catch it 


© quickly fixed his basket and waited. 

The bird saw the breadcrumbs in the 
plate. It looked this way and that to make 
sure nobody was around, and then hopped 
right up to the plate. Suresh tugged the 
string. The basket dropped and the bird was 
trapped. 

‘Suresh longed to show it to his father, but 
if he did, his father would surely tell him to 
sett free and that he did not want to do, He 
wanted to keep it. 
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While Suresh sat 
with the fluttering bird 
in his grasp, won- 
dering what to do, 
Vamsee, his kind 
neighbour walked into the gar 

“From where did 
beautiful bird?” he asked. 


this 


"| caught it, Uncle,”" replied 

Suresh. 
"1am a bird lover,".gaid Vamsee. 
fS bird? I'll pay 


the bird to Uncle Vemsee 
Than show it to his father. Besides, 
he could go to Uncle Vamsee's 
house, any time he wanted, to see 
the bird. Vamsee pulled out a ten- 
fupee note and Suresh gave him 
the bird. 

But Suresh was shocked by 
what happened next. Uncle 
Vamsee threw the bird up into the 
air, The bird took off from there and 
soon disappeared from sight. 

"Why did you do that, Uncle?” 
ssked Suresh in a sad voice. 








+ What would you call a camel 
with 3 humps? 


A | HUMPHRE\" 















Because | ama 
bird-lover,” “replied 
Vamsee. “You see, 
my boy, a bird-lover 
loves to sit and 
watch the birds flying about and 
singing in the trees and bushes, 
You are a bird-catcher. A bird- 
catcher likes to catch birds and put 
them in cages.” 

Suresh felt ashamed. He pre- 
ferred to be called a bird-lover and 
not a bird-catcher. A bird-catcher 
was cruel. He wanted to be like 
his father who always hated cruelty 
towards any creature. 

“A true bird-over would never 
like to see a bird in a cage,” said 
theneighbour, “Keep the ten rupees, 
but make a vow that from today you 
will be @ true bird-lover; and buy 
yourself an ice-cream to celebrate 
the occasion! 

Vamsee walked away, and 
Suresh ran into the house to tell his. 
father all that had happened. 


PV. Murali Krishna, 
Hyderabad. 





Y 


Q : What would youcall a girl witha 
frog on her head? 
A: LILY! 
Divaya Balasubramanian (aged 11), 
New Delhi - 14, 
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“ M OTHER!" called out Divya, 


sailing down the stairs, 
along with her voice.""Could you just 
lend me Rs. 200, please?” Mrs. Kannan 
came running out of the kitchen as ifa 
whole pack of wolves were after her! 
“What was that? What do you want?” 
she shrieked. “And what's that bump 
on your forehead? Did you hurt your- 
self?” 

“No mother” said Divya, laughing. 
“ye put a curler there. | was trying a 
new hairstyle, you see...” Mrs. 
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TRIBUTE 


Kannan did not let her complete her 
sentence. 

“Take it off at once.” She com- 
manded. Divya drew a long face but 
her mother was unmoved."If you don't 
get rid of that ridiculous bump on your 
head this minute, Divya, you can for. 
get your request” Divya reluctantly 
removed the curler. She knew better 
than to cross her mother! 

“That's better” said Mrs. Kannan. 

"Now what were you saying?” 
“I said I wanted Rs. 200," replied 


5 


Divya impatiently. “It’s for the fashion 
show. We girls are holding one next 
Sunday in our colony” But her mother 
showed no signs of being interested in 
the project. “Ask our finance minis- 
ter: My hands are tied"” With that, Mrs. 
Kannan quickly withdrew into her do- 
‘main — the kitchen, 

“Hi Divya!", called out Pratibha. But 
her tone changed when she saw Divya's 
face. “Hey, why such a long face?” 

“Aunty must have asked her to 
clean up her den!" suggested Anjali. 

“Nothing of the sort,” retorted 
Divya.""Mum refused to give me the 
money. She asked me to ask father.” 

"Did you?” asked Gita. 

"Do you think I'm mad?” snapped 
Divya."If | did, you'd see me tomor- 
row on the streets with a bowl in my 
hands.” Malini, the brat, grabbed the 
chance to rag her."‘Is Aunty making 
ice-cream tomorrow?" Bursting into 
peals of laughter, she dodged Divya’s 
slap just in time. 

“Well, we're broke, too,” said 
Pratibha sadly. “I guess we'll have to 
give life to our old dresses." The oth- 
ers nodded, The next day, all the 
people passing through Pushpak Vihar 
could hear the sound of sewing 
machines, rattling away as if a thou- 
sand machine guns were being test- 
fired all at once! 

he girls decided to have their full 

dress rehearsal on Friday, plus, 
they still had to distribute invitations. 
Something the parents were dreadi 
On Friday night, secret meeting was 
1% 













held, not by the girls, but 
by their parents. Mrs, 
Madhavan said, “Our, 
girls are simply mak- 
ing fools of them- 
selves.” 

“I agree,” said 
Mr. Ravishankar. 
“We have to do 
something. We 
‘can't order them, 
to drop the idea. 
That would be 
too cruel” Mr. 
Kannan suddenly 
had an idea. “I 
know what. We 
don't have to tell 
them directly. 
But we could...” 
‘and he explained his plan to the oth- 
ers. “It will work. It has to work” 

the next day, the girls were all hud 

dled up in Malin's house. Pratibha 
and Divya seemed to be troubled 
about something, something serious. 
Malini could not stand their heavy si- 
lence. There was so much yet to be 
done. She opened her mouth to say 
something, but Gita gave her a warn- 
ing look, so she kept quiet. At last 
Pratibha broke the silence. “Guys, we'll 
have to do something. We are dis- 
turbed” Receiving no response, she 
‘continued. “I can't forget what Mum 
was telling Aunty yesterday” 

“What exactly did she say?” asked 
Anjali. “They were talking about 
Seethamma and her two young daugh- 
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youre going to see will surely sur- 
prise you." The parents looked at 

{| one another. One by one, Divya was 
joined by the others. Divya went on, 
“My friends and |,have decided to dedi- 
cate this evening to Seethamma and 


her daughters, who have silently toiled 
to make our daily lives comfortable and 
easy” Seethamma and her daughters 


were called up on stage. Gita handed 
a packet to Seethamma, which she 
modestly accepted. 

The parents,unable to restrain their 
curiosity,told Seethamma to open the 


Tm packet. She did so and, immediately, 


ters. They do odd jobs in our houses, 
‘get very little to eat,and wear cast-off 
clothes.They live under very poor con- 
ditions." 

“And we were worried about the 
fashion show! How sick!” said Divya. 

Come guys,snap out of t. We have 
work to do,” said Gita The others un- 
derstood and, immediately, a smile 
spread over their faces. 
A Sunday evening came round. 

1e parents trooped in one by 

one, They shared looks of disappoint 
ment. Their girls were heartless. They 
had no feelings. How could they still 
hold their fashion show,after hearing... 

‘At sharp 6,the show began. Divya 
‘came up to the centre of the stage and 
spoke in aloud, clear voice,"Respected 
Uncles and Aunties. Thank you so 
much for gracing this function. What 
GOKULAM  Ocebe 96 








her eyes were filled with tears. t was 
a plain but beautiful saree, bought with 
the money jointly contributed by all 
the children of Pushpak Vihar. Seeth- 
‘amma's daughters were given a dress 
each, 

The overwhelmed parents re- 
sponded with rapturous applaus 
Shouts like "Well done!” and “Bravo! 
filled the air. Divya and her friends, in- 
cluding the other children, were equally 
overjoyed at the success of their func- 
tion. Pratibha said, "Well, it was high 
time we expressed our gratitude to 
Seethamma and her daughters. The 
years they have toiled in this colony! 
‘Well, how do you like our tribute?” 
‘The parents stood up as one and cried, 
“Its a proud. day, girls! Three cheers 
for you! Hip, hip, hurray! Hip, hip hur- 
ray! Hip, hip hurray!” 











KRITHIKA CHANDRASEKAR, 
New Delhi - 110 034. 
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n the northernmost part of our 
I country lies the state of Kashmir. 
There, some six hundred years ago, 
was born a great saint. Her name 
was Lalleshwari or Lalla Arifa. Peo- 
ple affectionately called her Lal Ded 
or Granny Lal 

Lalla was born on a full moon day. 
She belonged to a brahmin family 
living in the village of Sempur near 
Srinagar. Her father was pious and 
religious, He taught his daughter 





THE LEGEND OF 


Sanskrit and the basic 
tenets of Hinduism. The 
family priest, Siddha 
Shrikanta, helped her to study and 
understand our epics and scriptures. 
Thus even as a child she, too, 
became pious; and the deity she 
chose to worship was Siva 

In accordance with the custom of 
those days, Lalla was married at the 
tender age of twelve to one Soma 
Bhatt of Pampor village. 

Unfortunately her married life was 
not a happy one. Her husband and 
mother-in-law found fault with her for 
each and every thing, and ill'treated 
her. Lalla never attempted to protest 
or complain, but silently suffered all 
their taunts and insults 

She used to get up early in the 
morning and clean the house. Then, 
‘carrying a pot, she would go to the 
Jhelum River. After bathing there, she 
would fill the pot with water, go to the 
nearby temples and spend some 
time in prayers and meditation, Then 
‘she would return home, and attend 
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LALLESHWARI 


to the domestic chores, chanting 
‘Om Namasivaya!' all the while 

Lalla’s mother-in-law used to 
serve her a bowl of cooked rice 
sptead over a round stone to make 
the bow! appear full, Lalla ate the 
rice without a murmur. Then she 
dutifully washed the stone, and kept 
itin the kitchen for her mother-in-law 
to use again. This game went on for 
many days. 

‘One day some ceremony was to 
take place in her house. At dawn, 
Lallaas usual went to the river. Thete 
she met some of her friends. 

‘One of them said in a teasing 
tone, "Lalla, today you will havea 
lot of sweet dishes at your hom 
Don't forget to invite us." 

“How can Lalla forget us?" 
added another friend, 

Lalla could no longer contain her 
agony. 

“My dear friends,” she burst out 


Ocober 6 GOKULAM, 


with tearful eyes, “they may have a 
grand feast with a number of dishes. 
But Lalla will only have her ‘daily 
stone’, in the bowl.” 

The long pent-up pain had 
gushed out. Lalla’s friends were 
stunned, Her father-in-law who 
accidentally learnt about the remark, 
was shocked. He could not believe 
it 

When he found it to be true, he 
flew into a rage and rebuked his wife. 
So the stone was thrown away. But 
not the wicked vengeful, mother-in- 
law’s cruelty. That remained. 

She poisoned her son’s mind by 


saying, “Look, my dear boy, your 
wife does not open her mouth and 
say anything but she has no respect 
for us. She is quite indifferent and 
independent. She goes to the river 
early in the morning and returns 
home when it pleases her. You 
should not allow it.” 

Soma Bhatt, a spineless fellow, 
decided to teach his wife a lesson. 
Unaware of her husband's evil inten- 
tions, Lalla went to the river as usual, 
bathed, filled the pot, walked to the 
temples, and returned home. 

When she entered the courtyard 
of her house, Soma Bhatt took a long 
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| often wonder what death is and 
{what will really happen after it. 

Hindus say that man goes to a 
particular heaven or a particular hell 
Jdepending on his ‘karma’. The Greeks 
[say one goes to Hades. 

Every tradition or culture says that 
Jone goes to some place, far away from 
Earth, and claims that that is the place 
to which every dead one on Earth 
goes. If all of them are right, just 
imagine how many places a human 
has to travel after death! From one 
Death Centre to another! 

Yes. People argue no end with each 
other about this question, of death and 
after. Sometimes the argument can 
tur wild, asin ‘Science VS Traditional 
Beliefs’. 

But none of these give me answers 
to my umpteen questions. Maybe a 





departed soul could. But one part of 
‘me supports Science which claims that 
there is no ‘Sout, “Swarga’, ‘Naraka’, 








“Yamaloka’ and so on. But one part of 
‘me still believes in unproven things. If 
| could send a letter toa departed soul 
‘asking about these heavenly matters, 
‘may be |... Unfortunately | cannot. So 
| share my madness with you.. 


S. Namrata Rao, aged 10, 
Std VIC, Kendriya Vidyalaya 
Picket, 

‘Secunderabad - 500 009. 
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stick and smashed the water-pot into 
pieces. But what a miracle! The 
water continued to hold the shape 
of the pot. Not a drop fell out! Lalla 
calmly made her way to the kitchen 
and started filling the vessels with 
water. Astonishingly the water kept 
pouring out. Even after she had filled 
all the vessels, there was a full pot 
left which she threw away into the 
backyard. It formed into a small pool 
which, though dry now, is still 
referred to with veneration as 
the Pond of Lalla 

Lalla's wicked mother-in- 
law and spineless husband 
lost their nerve. They 
realised that Lalla was no or- 
dinary soul. She had the 
grace of God. Never after 
this did they dare cross her. 

Lalia was biding her time 
to get out of her wretched 
married life. Her mind was 
always seeking God. With the death 
of her husband, itis said, she walked 
out of her house for good. 

She roamed about the hills and 
valleys, lived in caves, met sadhus 
and conversed with them. She went 
from place to place, little caring 
about her food or dress. Her body 
gathered dust and dirt. Some called 
her mad, while some saluted her as 
a saint. Neither the abuse nor the 
praise affected her. She was a 
liberated soul, She had seen God 
and experienced divine grace. 

Lalleshwari poured out her divine 
‘experience in the form of simple and 
‘sweet verses in Kashmiri. They are 
known as 'Vaakh’. She preached the 
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message of brotherhood and love 
‘among the Hindus and Muslims. Her 
“Vaakh’ teach the spirit of tolerance 
and equality of men. So, to this day, 
every household in Kashmir, be it 
Hindu or Muslim, recites Lalla’s 
“Vaakh’ with veneration. 

When Lalla neared the age of 
ninety-three, she knew that her time 
to leave the world had come. She 
then did a funny thing. She sat ina 





big earthen pot, normally used for 
washing clothes, and covered her- 
‘self with another like it, Her strange 
deed drew a large crowd of curious 
‘onlookers. 

“Oh, revered saint, what are you 
doing?” asked one of them. 

“Lam trying to hide myself from: 
those who are ignorant of Truth,” 
replied Lalla. 

The pots gradually came closer 
and closer and their rims joined) 
together, tight. When the spectators; 
litted the upper pot, there was no 
trace of Lal Ded, the renowned post 
saint of Kashmir. 

E, PAKSHIRAJAN), 
TIRUNELVELU. 
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ne evening, my grandmother 
O said, “Let's goto the Kapalee- 
swar temple. So we set out in our 
car, As we neared the entrance to 
the temple there was a huge ‘traffic 
jam’. My father managed to take the 
car up to the temple but with great 
difficulty. He kept honking, but 
nobody moved! There were ven- 
dors selling toys, mugs, mirrors 
and things. With a lot of honking 
and shouting, we finally 
managed to make our way 
through the crowd. Then 
Father parked the 
car, and said to 
Mother, “You and 
‘Ava (my grand- 
mother) go to the 
temple. Arvindh 


car, crying loudly — with tears and 
everything! A beggar was 
begging everybody to give him 
money. Some vendors were selling 
their wares. 

After a while my father said, 
“Let's go and stand outside. I's too 
hot inside.” So out we went. There 










A Su 
DISTRESSING 
EXPERIENCE 


(my 3-year-old brother) and Vansa 
and | will stay in the car.” 

So my mother and grandmother 
went, and my father brother and I, 
stayed back. It was so dirty and 
‘smelly! A poor man with a baby in 
his arms, was standing near our 
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was a vendor selling toys. My 
brother asked for a pipe. My father 
bought it and gave it to him, Itwas 
so crowded and hot that | kept on 
hoping that we would be able to 
get away soon. Finally, my mother 
and grandmother came and we 


A DIVINE 
MOMENT 


‘orty-four kilometres from 
Mercara, lies Tala Kaveri, The 
Journey to Mercara through the 
Western Ghats is most refreshing 
to a city-bred person. We, that 
is my family and |, went to Tala 
Kaveri by a private taxi, The road 
from Mercara to the source of 
the Kaver! River, was full of bends 
and this called for the driver's full 
attention. Beautiful Mother 
Nature had decided to charm 
everyone, except the driver, 
and lure away all our attention 
with her picturesque scenery. | 
could not find asingle dry patch 
throughout the route! 
When we neared Tala Kaveri, 
It started raining, After covering 
a. couple of metres, we realised 
that we were travelling through 
the clouds. We could not see 
anything a couple of yards 
‘away from us. After driving the 
remaining one kilometre very 
cautiously, we reached our 
destination, the Agasthesh- 
warar temple. The Shiva linga 


there is believed to have been 
installed by Sage Agasthya, 
When we got out of the car it 
was drizzling and of course, 
cloudy. When we climbed the 
steps of the temple, | felt very 
strange as if we were moving 
against gravity, We reached a 
small tank where people bathe. 
Since it was very cold, we just 
washed our legs, sprinkled some 
water on our heads and went 
to see the Idol of Agasthesh- 
warar, 

A priest then took us to the 
spot where River Kaveri 
originates. He gave us kum- 
kumam and theertham (holy 
water). He told us that the river 
springs from under the ground 
and that every year on October 
17th it rises like milk on the boll, 
stays ke that for 2 minutes, and 
then flows to the tank where 
People bathe. From that tank it 
flows under the ground and is 
then called Guptakamini, 

While going down the moun- 
tain, we stopped at Viewpoint, 





quickly drove off. Phew! What a 
great relief it was! “There are 
80 many beggars. Isn't our 
‘country ever going to improve?" | 
thought, as we left the temple 


behind 
VANSA DAVID, (aged 9), 

Rosary Matriculation Hr. Sec. 
School, 
600 004 
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What a splendid sight it was! 1 
captured the beauty of that 
spot in my camera. |was deeply 
sired. | had always believed in 
God but never had my belief 
been as strong as it was at 
that moment! The unexploited 
beauty of Nature, which | 
viewed from 3700 feet above 
sea level, made me thank the 
Creator for creating such 
beauty and also for giving me 
‘eyes to take in that unguarded 
treasure and make it mine. 
When | was travelling down 
the Ghats, | wondered whether 
the people who lived there 


knew the worth of what they 
had. While retracing our journey 
that night, | thought that man 
had ruined Earth by using his 
scientific knowledge unwisely. 
He had spoilt the natural beauty 
of Earth instead of enhancing it 
with the help of his knowledge. 


However later on Ihad to admit 
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that it was with the help of 
technology that | had reached 
that spot! How | prayed that that 
scene would forever remain un- 
blemished and unmarred. 

Oh! How deeply that one 
view had touched me! How 
magnificent, beautiful, charm- 
ing, elegant, spectacular won- 
derful, memorable, breath- 
taking, enchanting, unforget- 
table, delightful and splendid 
that view had been! And why it 
evokedsuch feelings in me, isstil 
inexplicable. 

It was then that | decided | 
would pour out my thoughts on 


paper as a tribute, nowever 
small, to that spot — a spot 
which is something very much 
more than mere words can ever. 
describe! 






S. BHARGAVI, 
(aged 13), 
Bangalore - 560 075. 





‘ave you ever 
paused to 
think what the 


letters HB written on 
pencils stand for? These 
letters and other 
markings such as Hard, 
Black and Soft found on 
pencils actually denote 
the composition of the 
‘lead’ of the pencils 
What is this lead? The 
poisonous, metalliclead? 
If you think so then you 


THE 


are wrong. As pencils are essential 
‘writing tools for millions of children the 
world over, pencil manufacturers 
cannot risk using even.a minuscule 
bit of any poisonous material. Then 
what is this ‘lead’ made of and why 
this name? 


or many centuries before the 

advent of pencils that happen- 
6d in the 16th century) only lead rods 
were used for writing. When pencils 
were first manufactured in the 16th 













century, people switched over to the 
se of pencils and yet called them 
lead’. In course of time, the blacks 
vwarting rod of the pencil came to ba 
known aslead. This lead is actually a 
mixture of graphite and China clay. 
The best type of graphite is found 


in Sonora in Mexico. It is extremely 
black in colour and can be ground 
into fine powder. But the graphite 
found in other parts of the world is 
flaky in nature and cannot be 
powdered. We use only this type of 
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graphite in our pencils. 

First, graphite is ground into small 
Particles or flakes and then fed into 
tubes containing compressed air Jets 
of compressed air containing the 
graphite particles are blasted at one 
another to get finer particles. Then 
they are mixed with China clay and 
water and fed into a cylinder. This 
mixture is pressed out of the cylinder 
‘s thin rods which are then dried ata 
temperature of 1200°C. The rods are 































then treated with wax and inserted 
into wooden casings. 


he manufacture of wooden 
casingsis comparatively an easy 





job. The best type of wood for the 
casing is the wood of the incense 
cedars that are found in the 
‘mountains of Sierra Nevada of North 
California. The wood is sawn into 
slats and grooves are cut in the slats, 
‘The lead is inserted into the grooves 
and sealed to prevent it from slipping 
‘out. The casings are then cut into 
pencils of hexagonal and circular 
cross Settions and painted with non- 
Poisonous lacquer. 

The quality of markings in black 
depends on the ratio of graphite and 
lay Used. For HB, Hard and Black 
pencils, more ofclayis used. And 
inpencils marked’soft' more of 
graphite is used. 

Graphite is not used in 
colour pencils. Only pure 
clay and coloured wax are 

used to make colour 
pencils and crayons. 


he pencil markings 

are easily erasable 
mainly due to the use of 
graphite. The finely ground 
Particles of graphite are 
weakly bonded in the pencil 
‘and when we press the pencil 
on the paper, the graphite fakes 
off leaving black marks on the 
Paper. When seen through a 
magnifying glass, a line drawn with 
a pencil no longer looks like a neatly 
drawn line, but a cluster of black 
particles arranged in a line. 





JAYASHREE SARANATHAN: 
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he article about ‘LANGUAGE’ 
the March ‘96 issue remin- 
ded me of what | had read in 
one of my Hindi text-books. lam glad 
to share whatever | know, with you. 
‘Man, being a social creature, has 
always wanted to communicate with 
his fellowmen. Speech is, in fact, 
one of the traits that makes man 
stand atop all the living members of 
this world. But how did all this 
begin? Philologists have proposed 
many theories about the origin of 
languages. These are some of the 
most important ones. 


THE FIR 


“THE ‘GOD‘S GIFT’ 
THEORY 


Some of the ancient scholars 
whose names we do not know, have 
written in their books (made of 
papyrus or clay tablets), that speech 
(and language) is God’s gift to man 
(and man alone). 

‘An experiment has disproved this. 
A child, soon after its birth, was 
isolated from human society and 
kept in a room, all alone. A man 
used to bring him food, twice every 
day. He would not speak a word to 
the child, The child grew in this 
strange and mute environment. One 
day, the man who brought food, 
accidentally uttered the word, 
“VACOSE" (meaning food). The 
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boy learnt the word instantly and 
that was the only word he could 
utter, This experiment has made it 
clear that language is not agit given 
to man by God. Or else, the boy 
would have learnt to speak, even 


T WORD 


without any social contact, 


THE NOTATIONS THEOR’ 


‘Some scholars proposed a very 
curious explanation of the birth of 
languages. Man, in the course of 
cultural evolution, began to lead a 
settled life in small communities. At 
some point of time, a few intellects 
of the society, felt the need for a 
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THE PALINDROME 


English has many linguistic quirks. 
Of these, the Palindrome is the most 
unique. A palindrome is a word or 


sentence which reads the same 
backwards and forwards. The long- 
est English Palindromes are “evita- 
tive’ and ‘redivider’. The meaning 
of ‘evitative’ is avoidable; and re 
divider means the one that divides 
again. 
Given below are clues to some Palinaromes: 
1. Aname used to address one’s mother, OO 
2. Aname used to address one’s father. OO] 
3, The past tense of the verb, ‘do’, OO) 
4, A polite way to address a lady, OOOO) 
5. Aterm fora thing done. OOOO) 
6, canoe used by Eskimos ODL) 
Palindromic sentences like these are even more interesting, 
1. Able was | ere | saw Elba 
2. Was it a car or a cat | saw? 
3. Ten animais | slam in a net 
4, Madam, in Eden, I'm Adam, 
6. Aman, a plan, a canal — Panama! 
$. Madhusudan (aged 13), 
Vijaya High School, Bangalore - 78 
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medium of communication. They 
sat together one fine night and 
decided to assign a word (it could 
rather be called an arrangement of 
sounds) to each thing and to abstract 
notions, One particular set of 


sounds would point at one thing. 
‘And that is how language was born 
and gradually grew into the form, 
which we use it today! 
This theory, widely accepted for 
87 





One day I was teaching my little 
brother about acronyms. That night 
told him the story of Alladin and 
his adventures with his wonderful 
lamp. [ako told him that the lamp was 
small enough to be held in Alladin’s 
outstretched palm. ‘Then we talked 
abouthisbirthday, Itwasdrawing near 
and | could not make up my mind 
‘on what present to give him. So | 
asked him, “Ambi, what present 
would you like for your birthday?” 

“Give me SLAP!” he cried. I was 


and between sobs, cried, “Why did 
you beat me, Anna? And it's my 
birthday today...” 

“Well, you asked for a slap. I've 
given you one, Now why are you 
crying?” 

“I didn't ask for a slap, Anna. 1 
asked for S- L- A -P, the ac-ac-the 
short form for the ‘Small Lamp in 
Alladin's Palm!” 

“Oh, dear! How stupid of me!" 1 
cried. “I'm sony, Ambi. Truly sony.” 
‘Then | bought him a small lamp, 





ey SLA 


astonished. 
“What did you say?" I asked, to 
make sure | had heard right. 
“SLAP, Anna,” he repeated 
want only that and nothing else. 
When his birthday came round, 1 
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called him to my room and gave him, 


what he had said he wanted, a 
resounding slap. He burst out crying, 


placed it on his little palm and said, 
“Here is your birthday gift — the 
S-L-A-P. When you want some- 
thing just say, ‘SLAP please ask my 
Anna to grant my wish’."” And since 
he wants very simple things, | am 
able to grant almost all his wishes! 
S. Hari, 
Bangalore - 560 003. 


a long time, was later found to be 
highly illogical. How did man 
communicate before he ‘assigned 
words’? How could he think of 
assigning words to things when the 
idea of sounds itself was new to him? 
Without a prior idea of language, he 


could not have shared the very idea 
of ‘assigning words’, with other 
menil! 


THE ‘DING-DONG’ THEORY. ] 


1 is a common observation that 
sound is produced when any two 
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ALPHA... BETA... GAMA... 


1, The word ‘alphabet’ is derived from the 
first two Greek letters, Alpha and Beta. 

2, The Phoenicians of Lebanon were 

the first to invent a lettered 

language. 

‘Omega Is the last letter in the 

Greek alphabet. 

4, Vrur is the rarest of letters. It comes 
from the old Slovak language. 

5. The Roman alphabet has only 24 letters, 

6. Hieroglyphics are completely different 
from Pictography even though they are 
poth picture languages. 








Saint John’s Senlor Sec. Trust, Madras. 






it. For example, the sound ‘path’ is 
produced by a leaf when it alls. So, 


\ the leaf came to be called ‘patha’ in 

| Hindi. Thus, sounds in Nature gave 

rise to languages. However, this 

A iG) theory is debatable because this rule 
does not apply to every word of 


o— every language. 

Whatever may be its origin, 
(cs SAR WB, language forms an indispensable 
© ( YS part of man’s life, In fact, itis the 
Soe —Z hase of all the progress man has 
achieved, But for language, man 
would not be recognized as man. 
Can you try staying in a room for a 
day all alone without speaking to 

anyone, not even to yourself? 
things in Nature strike each other. 
Man began imitating these sounds KS, Prashanth, 
and on the basis of sounds produced Websters High School, 
by each object, he gave a name to Bangalore. 
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CHAPTER-2 
week sped by. It was one 
of the best weeks the chil- 


dren had ever spent. 


They played all day long, swam in 
the pond (Vikram forgot all about 
Balram’s snake stories), went for 
long walks down the fields and of 
course tucked in Grandmother's 
delicious cooking, 

Grandmother was surprised to 
see how quickly the jars of honey 
and the bottles of jams and pick- 









les, she kept in her store-room, dis- 
appeared. “These children! What 
appetites they have!" she said in 
mock horror to her son, Chander. 
Uncle Chander’s eyes danced 
with amusement. He was the spit- 
ting image of his father but while 
Grandfather's face was set in stern 
lines, Uncle Chander was always 
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; pies Sie 
smiling, always happy. Now he told 
the children, “You just go ahead 
and finish off all the goodies. 
Mother really enjoys it when she 
‘sees you stuffing yourselves with 
the things she has made. Why, 
‘even now she's planning to make 
you some delicious gulab jamuns 
for tea. She's the greatest cook in 
the world! So you had better make 
the most of her cooking.” 

Vikram thought of the delicious 
lunch he had had and agreed with 
Uncle Chander. 

“Do you know Ria, when we 


were kids your mother, Un- 
Y cle Raj and |, were real 


gluttons!" Uncle Chander 
\\ laughed, 
| "Yes," Grandmother 
smiled. “And you were 
| quite easily the worst of 
| the three, Chander. Raj 
and Lila were quite well- 
behaved. You were the 
big noise around the 
place, always up to mis- 
chief, always getting on 
your father's nerves.” 
The smile in Uncle 
Chander's eyes vanished." | still 
do, don't I?" he asked with a hint 
of bitterness. Grandmother went on 
hastily, “Children, you should have 
seen the number of bananas your 
uncle ate in a day! 
The children stared at Uncle 
Chander in surprise. It was difficult 
to imagine that this quiet man, who 
was now a brilliant artist, was once 
‘a noisy little boy running around the 
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place making a racket and eating 
up all the stores in his mother's 
kitchen. 

Uncle Chander saw the expres- 
sion on their faces and burst out 
laughing. "Mother, do you remem- 
ber the time Lila locked me up in 
the store-room?" 

“Mother did that?" Ria asked in- 
credulously. "Why?" 

Uncle Chan- 
der grinned. 
"Oh! | stole her 
favourite pine: 
apple halwa 
ne day she 
also dumped a 
3ack of flour all 
aver my head 
decause | cut of 
yer long nails 
when she was 
asleep.” 

Ria chortled 
Arjun privately 
decided to use this prece oF mor 
ration the next time his mother 
shided him for fighting with Ria. 
Jncle glanced at the grandfather's 
slock on the wall, Gosh! Look at 
he time. I'd better be off now." 

“Uncle is going to his cottage. 
te has a cottage in the fields. He 
foes his drawing and painting 
here. He doesn't let anyone visit 
sim there as he likes to work in pri- 
‘acy,” Ria explained to Vikram, 

“The cottage was built by 
3randfather's brother. He was the 
anly learned man in the village 
ren. He built a litle school and 
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taught there while Grandfather 
looked after the fields,” added 
Arjun, paused, and then laughed, 
“He is called ‘Headmaster’ around 
here. It was he who built the cot- 
tage. He would go there to read 
and study, After he retired, he gave 
the cottage to Uncle Chander. Now 
his daughter has taken over the 
school.” 





“You will meet our Headmaster 


one of these days. He often comes 
here and stays with Grandad. We 
just love him!” Ria said. 

“Shhh,” said Grandmother, as 
she heard voices raised in anger. 

"Grandad and Uncle are having 
a tiff again. You know Vicky, they 
are always at loggerheads,” Arjun 
sighed. From where the children 
stood, they could hear Grandfa- 
ther's deep tones, “What about the 
job Ramankutty offered you? Are 
you thinking seriously about it or do 
you plan to fritter away your life, 


a 


painting? Lila is comfortably set- 
tled. Raj is doing excellently. Only 
you..." 

“Yes,” Uncle Chander's tone 
was bitter, "according to you | am 
the black sheep of the family. | am 
trying to make a name for myself in 
the art world. | shall take up a job 
only if itis connected to art.” 

breath, Ria saw that her 
grandmother looked sad. She 
slipped a hand into her grandmoth- 
er's. 

Anold man came walking up the 
path. Arjun gave a sigh of relief. 
“There comes Headmaster. He will 
stop this row 

Headmaster joined Grandfather 
and Uncle Chander. “What! Fight- 
ing again? Gopal, when will you 
learn to appreciate Chander and 
his work?" Grandfather looked 
grim. “You are spoiling him,” he 
said angrily. Headmaster was not 
perturbed at all. He clapped Un- 
cle Chander on the back. "You go 
ahead, my son. You have my sup- 
port and blessings. By the way, 
aren't we going to PT.K.’s painting 
exhibition this evening?” 

Uncle Chander smiled at him 
gratefully. He bent down and 
touched Headmaster's feet in rev- 
erence. “Weill go at four 0’ clock. 
We'll take the children, too. It will 
be quite a treat for them.” 

“What children? Do you mean to 
say that Lila’s little brats are here? 





randfather muttered 














Where are they?” 

Arjun and Ria called out to 
Vikram, “Come on Vicky, It's time 
we introduced you to Headmaster. 
He's a real character!” 

Vikram liked Headmaster a great 
deal. He had bright sharp eyes 
which were still alert. A bushy 
moustache covered his mouth. He 
carried with him a faint smell of 
snuff. Vikram found himself warm- 
ing to the old man who drew him 
‘out and sat talking to him. He re- 

ded him of Goldsmith's village 
school master. 

Finally Grandfather said, “Run 
away and play, children. | have 
things to talk over with my brother. 

Headmaster waved, as the chil- 
dren rose to go. “See you in the 
evening, children!” 


As the children went away, they 
heard Grandfather say, “I'm worried 
about Chander. | heard that he has 
strange friends visiting him at his 





cottage, | wonder if they are lead- 


ing him astray.” 

R eyed at each other. Then 

Arun said, "Uncle is quite 

strong. Grandfather is getting up- 
set, needlessly.” 

“| sure hope so!” cried Ria 

At the exhibition, the children 
met Uncle Chander's new friends 
They could not help wondering if 
their grandfather was right after all 
Madhav and Raghav were broth- 
ers. One was short and thickset 
with — as Ria put it — shifty, mean 
eyes. Raghav was the slimmer of 
the two, He had a lean and hungry 
look about him and even his thick 
dark beard could not hide his 
sunken cheeks 

“What a pair of brothers!" Vikram 
commented. "Just look at 





ia and Arjun looked wide- 











Madhay's shirt, Bright pink! What 
acolour!” 





The Headmaster grimaced in 
distaste when he saw the brothers, 
buthe did not say anything. He fol- 
lowed Uncle Chander, from paint- 
ing to painting, “The artist, Mr. 
PIT.K. Nambiar, sells his paintings 
for lakhs,” Uncle Chander said in 
a hushed whisper. The boys looked 
at the artist in awe. He was a mid- 
dle-aged man with a double chin. 
He looked like a man who was used 
to success. Ria was disappointed 
a5 she took in the expensive suit 
he wore and the affluent air he had 
about him. She had imagined that 
he would be shabby and poor with 
an overgrown beard and an ab- 
sent-minded look. She turned to 
her uncle and said in disappointed 
tones, "He looks so ordinary!” Un= 
cle Chander’s eyes held a hint of 
aughter, "Do you think that all art- 
ists are poor and struggling like 
your uncle? P.T.K. is an established 
artist. Look at this painting here, It 
is called ‘Mother and child’. It is. 
priced at two lakhs," 

“Wow!” Ria exclaimed, staring 
at the painting of Mary holding 
Baby Jesus. "That's an awful lot of 
money, isn't it? Who will pay so 
much for a painting?" 

“A number of people will be 
more than willing to buy it. In elite 
circles, it's a matter of prestige to 
be able to own a painting by P.T.K.” 

Ria did not quite understand all 
this but she saw the wistful look on 
her uncle's face. She gave him one 
of her most charming smiles. "One 
day you will be just as famous. | 
hope that when | grow up, | shall 





be able to afford one of your paint- 
ings, Uncle!” Uncle Chander 
laughed. “You are a dear, Ria. If 
such a day comes, you can be sure 
that | shall present you with one of 
my paintings. Ah, there is Mr. Saroj 
You go and join Headmaster and 
the boys, Ria. | want to have a word 
with Mr. Saroj.”” 

Ria went away to join her brother 
who was standing wide-eyed be- 
fore ‘Mother and Child’. Headmas- 
ter glanced at his watch. 
ting late. | hope Chander is ready 
to take us back now.” Uncle 
Chander met his eye and came 
towards them. “I suppose you are 
ready to leave now,” he said tak- 
ing a quick look at his watch. 
want to stay on for a while. I'll get 
you a taxi. I'm afraid that | can't 
‘come along. | want to meet the art- 
ist. | also want to have a chat with 
Mr, Saroj. Do you know, he's plan- 
ning to buy ‘Mother and Child!” 

“You go ahead and have a nice 
time, Chander," Headmaster said. 
“tl take the children home.” 

“Thank you,” Uncle Chander 
said gratefully. He went out to hail 
a taxicab. As the children and 
Headmaster got into the taxicab, 
he said, “I wanted to take you out 
to a restaurant, but time has just 
flown. | hope you enjoyed the Ex- 
hibition.’ 

“We did. A lot,” Arjun smiled. 
“Bye, Uncle. You will be back in 
time for dinner, won't you?” 

“Well, as a matter of fact, no. I'm 
going back to the cottage. Tell 
Mother I'm spending the night 
there. have a painting to complete. 

” 








| shall come home for breakfast. 
Now go carefully. Goodbye.” As the 
taxicab bowled down the city roads 
and came to the village, the chil- 
dren talked nineteen to the dozen. 
They were tired, but this did not 
stop them from talking about the 
wonderful paintings they had seen. 
Grandfather listened in stoic si- 
lence. He did not however look too 
pleased when he heard that they 
had met Madhav and Raghav, He 
looked into Headmaster's eyes, "| 
told you that his new friends were 
strange, didn't |?" 


eadmaster said nothing 
He dropped his eyes. “I 
think you are right in this 
matter. Those two look like rogues. 
| wonder why Chander mixes with 
them.” 

The children went to bed after a 
tasty dinner of string-hoppers, The 
next morning when they came 
down for breakfast, they found that 
their uncle's chair was empty. 
Headmaster was sitting on the 
swing reading the Malayalam 
newspaper. He suddenly gasped 
and said, “Just listen to this! The 
painting ‘Mother and Child’ has 
been stolen from the exhibition. 





Can you beat that? We saw it only 


last evening and now it’s gone.’ 

‘Vikram paused in the act of eat- 
ing and his eyes were as wide as 
saucers. Arjun dropped his glass 
of milk. Ria choked over her idl. 
The three children stared at each 


‘other in horror. 
GEETHANJALL 
(To be continued) 
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BREAD BONDAS 
Bread 4 loaves 
Carrot - 1/2 ka 
Beans - 172 kg 
Potato - 172 kg 
Chili powder 
Salt 
oi 
‘Soak the bread in water, Squeeze out 
the water and mash it. Chop the 
vegetables, cook thom in a pressure pan 
‘andimix with the mashed bread. Add chi 
powder and sal. Shape bits ofthe mixture 
into lemon-sized balls and fry, Serve hot 
with tornato sauce or chutney. 
D. Padmapriya, (aged 10), 
Madras - 61 


BANANA FRITTERS 


210 2 large nenthrapazham 
(kerala bananas) 

1 cup maida 

tsp sugar 

water to make a thick batter. 

a pinch of salt 





Cut the bananas lengthwise into one 
(two slices, Cut the slices into wo or 
three medium-sized pieces. 
Make a thin batter with the maida, 
salt, sugar and water, 
Dip the banana pieces into the batter 
and deep try. Serve hot or cold 
Riya Mariam Verghese (aged 12), 
‘Oddanchatram - 624 619. 
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DOUBLE DECKER 
2 pkts Jelly (any 2 flavours) 
2sachets custard powder 
(same 2 flavours) 

2 mangoes 

1 banana 
a small bunch of grapes, a few 
‘cashewnuts, raisins (kismis), and peeled 
‘almonds (badam). 

Take @ large glass bowl, Make the 
custard out of one sachet. Chop all the 
‘ty fruits and ad to it. Pour into the bow! 





and allow it to set for hall an hour in the 
fridge. Prepare the jelly of the same 
flavour and pour over the chilled custard. 
Now allow this to set in the ridge. Repeat 
the process withthe other flavour but add 
chopped fresh fruits. Decorate with 
cashewnuts and cherries and serve, You 
can use more flavours and have more 
docks 
Divya kuma (aged 12), 
Trivandrum. 


SPICY CHAPATHI 

J .cups wheat flour, 1 tbsp coconut oll 

2 tsps grated coconut 

1t5p salt, % cup milk 

5.or 6 small onions 

2 green chiles 

Ys inch ginger 

Sor 6 curry leaves 

Now mix the chopped items with all 
the other items, add water and make a 
dough, Roll into 15 chapathis and cook 
on a griddle, 





finely 
‘chopped 


Deepa Kurien. 
95 





STEAMED JAM ‘N’ BREAD 
PUDDING 
2009 sliced bread 
150g jam 
1009 butt 
150! rik 
759 sugar 
50g comfiour 
20998 
2 tsps hot water 
Blend milk, sugar, and eggs together 
ina mixer Apply butter and jam on the 
slices of bread. Arrange the prepared 
bread slices in a flat mould. Pour the 
blended milk mixture over them, Cover 
the mould and keep it airtight. Letit stand 
for 20 minutes 
Now seam ina pressure cooker for 40 
minutes. Dilute 50g jam with 2 tsps hot 
water. Serve the pudding warm with jam 
sauce poured over it! 
Proethi (aged - 13).Madras - 15 


PUFFED RICE SPECIAL 

500g putted rice 

1009 tried gram coarsely ground 

¥% cup sugar (powdered) 

1% cup milk 

puts 

Put the puffed rice into a large bow! 
‘Add fried gram powder and sugar. Mix 
well. Then pour in the milk and mix well. 
‘Sprinkle the nuts on the mixture and serve 
at once, 





M. Rookshana Begum 
(aged 13), Bangalore -8. 


BREAD'N CHEESE PUDDING 
12 Slices of bread 
butter 
grated cheese 
2 cups of milk 





2eggs 

sugar 

a pinch of salt 

Apply butter to the bread slices. 
Spread a few in a layer on a buttered 
baking dish and sprinkle grated cheese 
land sugar on them. Repeat this, tl all the 
slices are used up. 

‘The topmost layer should be of bread 
slices. Dissolve 2tsps of sugar in 2 cups. 
‘of mk. Add this to the lightly beaten eggs, 
Pour this mixture on the bread layers. 
Soak for 15 minutes. Bake or steam tll 
done. 

‘Tanvi Srivastava (aged 16) 
Hyderabad - 500 059. 


MALPUA 

Milkmaid - % tin 

Soi 100g 

Maida 50g 

Paneer 509 

Water 1 cup 

‘Appinch of baking powder 

1. Combine Milkmaid, sooj), maida, 
water and baking powder, Mix well and 
leave for 10 to 18 minutes, 

2. Crumble paneer, and add to the 
mixture. Beat wol 

3. Heat olin a trying pan, Pour 1 tbsp 
(of batter tomake a small fat malpua about 
2" to" in diameter. 

4. Fry till both sides get evenly 
browned and the edges ctisp. Soak in 
syrup for half a minute. Remove from 
‘yup and serve hot 

For the syrup: 

sugar 1 cup 

water - 1% cups 

Bring to a boil. Coo 

Priscilla Grace Thomas, 
(eged 15), Bombay. 
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